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Hayley Fitz  
 
 Hollowend is a novel set in the small town of, surprise, Hollowend. This is 
a place where the supernatural is ordinary. The story is told by two narrators: 
Hettie, a crime scene cleaner whose eye has gone missing; and Harlan, a 
"private investigator" who isn't actually a private investigator. He's a serial 
killer—the Widowmaker, according to the local press. He's been terrorizing 
Hollowend for the past three years, only getting away with it because of his 
influence magic, which allows him to convince anyone of anything. It even 
allows him to scrub Hettie's memory after his many failed attempts to convince 
her to just be cool with this whole murdering thing so they can stay friends. 
Hettie, on the other hand, is busy solving everyone's problems but her own. 
Really, though, this story is about what happens when a serial killer makes a 
friend, and that friend has to reconcile the person she cares most for in this 
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 Before you read this book, here are some things I'd like you to know: 
 My favorite movie—Yeah, I know. Hang on. I'm going somewhere with 
this. My favorite movie is The Weather Man, a Gore Verbinski film from 2005 
starring Nic Cage. When I tell people about the movie, I usually leave the Nic 
Cage part until after I'm done making my case. He's got a reputation, you 
know? And my sales pitch can't afford any more dark spots. It's a movie about 
an unlikeable guy, Dave Spritz, who, despite being a hotshot Chicago weather 
man who makes $250k a year to dance around in front of a green screen, is 
unhappy. He's been successful in his professional life, but his personal life is a 
disaster. Every relationship he has, between his ex-wife and his kids and his 
father, is strained and awkward. Boo hoo, right? Because the world needs 
another movie about a rich middle-aged white guy whining about his lot in life. 
 I first saw this movie about ten years ago, back when I was still in high 
school, and it's been haunting me ever since. Between its mediocre box office 
run and its 58% on Rotten Tomatoes, The Weather Man slides in at a tepid 




people or even particularly likeable, the plot is quiet and difficult to track, and 
the main character doesn't even really "win" in the end. We spend the entire 
movie trying to muster the resolve to root for this guy only to have things end 
almost exactly where they started. 
 I've shown this movie to everyone close to me—my family, every friend I 
can wrangle into a movie night, even my unsuspecting composition students one 
semester—and everyone walks away with the same reaction: Meh. What's the 
point? 
 The point comes in the movie's penultimate scene, where Dave Spritz is 
reflecting on his life. He narrates through a voiceover as the camera shows him 
walking down a busy Chicago sidewalk in winter. He says this: 
I remember once imagining what my life would be like, what I'd be like. I 
pictured having all these qualities—strong, positive qualities—that people 
could pick up from across a room. But as time passed, few ever became 
any qualities I actually had, and all the possibilities I faced and the sorts 
of people I could be, all of them got reduced every year to fewer and 
fewer until finally they got reduced to one, to who I am. And that's who I 
am. 
 
As he talks, the crowd dissipates around him, climbing into taxis or veering into 
buildings to escape the snow, until the street is empty, except for him. Except 
for him, and he's okay with that. Not particularly happy, but not particularly 
sad, either. He is what he is, and after struggling to repair his marriage and his 




accept that. I think Dave Spritz would probably agree with the 58% Rotten 
Tomatoes gave him, and he might not love the rating, but, meh. 
 That ending revelation, that acceptance, is why I can't shake this movie, 
and more importantly, it sums up the worldview that Hollowend is built on. 
Sometimes, we fuck up. Holding ourselves accountable for those fuck-ups is 
important, but so is accepting ourselves as we are. The alternative is to hang 
onto fuck-ups that we can't change, and what's the point of that? 
 Hollowend is an example of that worldview taken to the extreme. 
 I should say this up front: Hettie and Harlan are bad people. I hope to 
make that abundantly clear in the pages to follow, but just in case, let me say it 
outright. They're selfish, they make reckless decisions, and they are more than 
willing to hurt others to preserve their own happiness. 
 That said, my goal in writing this story is to show that people are more 
complicated than that. It's easy to say that Hettie and Harlan are bad people 
because of their bad qualities and their bad actions, but labeling them "bad" 
and calling it a day doesn't show the full scope of who they are. They're bad, 
but they're also people. 
 This is an especially tricky road to navigate with Harlan. 
 Writing about a serial killer, even a fictional serial killer, is sticky moral 
ground. I knew I'd be risking a lot by writing from his perspective. Tread 




 That's is another thing you should know going into this book: Harlan's 
story comes with a lot of content warnings. Maybe that's obvious, given that 
he's a serial killer, but I'd like to take a moment to tell you what, in vague terms, 
you will be getting into. He tortures his victims, although he wouldn't call it 
torture, by essentially mind-controlling them into mutilating their own bodies. 
He hurts himself, too, and he's a survivor of childhood sexual abuse. And, yes, 
the killing is a sexual thing for him, though Harlan is gun-shy and won't spend 
much time pointing that out. Suicide will come up somewhere in these pages, as 
well. I want you to know these things ahead of time so you can prepare 
yourself, should you have an interest in doing so. 
 All of that said, Harlan is as much of a person as he is a killer, a point 
that he tries repeatedly to get across with Hettie. He is the sum of his many 
parts, and he would argue that, while many of those parts are bad, equating 
that to mean that he's a bad person overall would be to leave out the other 
pieces of the puzzle that aren't bad. Does him being a killer override every 
other aspect of his life? Does him being a bad person mean that all of his 
actions are distinctly terrible? No, not really. He's not the villain twiddling his 
mustache and tying women to railroad tracks.  
 Harlan would argue that these details are important, and that people 




would argue that these details make him much scarier than if we could just 
write him off as a monster. He's not, and that's the problem. 
 Harlan's particular situation is manufactured. I designed him to be 
complicated in the way that he is, which is why he's worth writing a story 
about. We get to take an in-depth look at someone who is the product of both 
decision and circumstance. What happens when someone gets a shit lot in life, 
but then also makes a slew of terrible decisions? In Harlan's case, he was 
abused. His backstory is upsetting and worth the sympathy any situation like 
that would deserve, but that's not to say it absolves him. Some could argue that 
his mother put the hatchet in his hand in the first place, but she didn't force him 
to use it. 
 So Harlan has a tragic backstory, but he's also killed, by the start of this 
book, 171 people. If we're going to view the world in terms of good people 
and bad people, how do we reconcile that? 
 It's complicated.  
 Humanizing a serial killer in fiction means that I'll inevitably bump up 
against the issue of real life serial killers. Given that my knowledge of serial 
killers and their psychology has come purely from my own amateur research, 
I'd like to remind the reader that . . . Well, that. I'm not an expert on this subject, 
and all of my research was purely designed to inform me on how to handle my 




Harlan wouldn't be a serial killer, or at the very least he would've gotten 
caught a long time ago. 
 Because the circumstances in which he exists are out of the ordinary, he 
is out of the ordinary, too. That's where the fiction of it comes in, and that's 
where, ideally, we can rest assured that someone exactly like him can't exist 
outside of the confines of this story. 
 Though that one detail, magic existing, is enough to push him just beyond 
the grasp of his real life counterparts, ignoring his real world analogs wouldn't 
be very fair or responsible of me. Harlan is "different" than killers we'll find in 
real life, but I chose to write him because, like many other Americans existing in 
the world in 2017, I'm simultaneously horrified and fascinated by true crime 
and killer psychology. Writing Harlan allowed me to tap into what that 
psychology might be like while maintaining control over the situation so that I 
could keep a (relatively) safe distance from him. 
 Given what he is, Harlan is a loud voice in this narrative. He's the 
obvious problem child, and on top of that, he's compelled throughout the story 
to continually draw attention to that. Hettie, on the other hand, is quieter. She's 
the dark horse, perhaps, the one the reader is holding onto hope for, like 
maybe she's not really that—okay, yeah, no. She's that bad. 
 As I was writing this thesis, I was sending off chapter by chapter 




was revealed, the question she kept asking me was this: "Why is Hettie still on 
the couch?" What the hell is she still doing hanging out with this guy? 
 In that way, Hettie's psychology was even trickier for me to nail than 
Harlan's. To be honest, I'd like to keep revisiting this draft in order to make sure 
I'm doing both of their characterizations justice, but Hettie especially is a 
difficult needle to thread. Harlan is easy, relatively speaking—of course he's 
okay with killing people because it's what he does. How can I justify a third 
party's willingness to look the other way in order to maintain a friendship? She 
has to be pretty messed up as well, but not too messed up. She's supposed to 
be the levelheaded narrator in this story, after all. 
 Except, no, she's not. Circling back to my influences for this project, the 
sitcom It's Always Sunny in Philadelphia has been integral to my creative 
process, especially when we take a look at Hettie's role in all of this. The show 
is about five friends who own and operate a bar in Philadelphia, and all five of 
them are walking disasters. When the show first launched in 2005, the sole 
female main character Dee was meant to serve as the voice of reason for the 
guys. Luckily, the show ditched that setup after the first few episodes, and 
instead let Dee be a hot mess alongside the rest of them. In place of Dee, the 
writers decided to let the outside world serve as the gang's voice of reason. 
 Similar to Hollowend, though, the gang doesn't always interact with the 




viewed independently. It's so satirical that it doesn't always clue you into that 
satire when removed from the context of the rest of the show. 
 I was worried about running into that same issue when I was in the early 
stages of planning this thesis. Originally, this story's shape was much different, 
and Hettie's co-narrator was a character that was eventually cut from this 
version of the story. Harlan was still skulking around in the background 
terrorizing the town while the rest of the plot happened without him, and 
Hettie's arc followed a similar path as her arc in this version, but her co-
narrator served as the voice of reason to her acceptance of Harlan. When I 
decided to scrap the other narrator and instead go full tilt with Harlan, I had to 
ask myself, can I do that? Can I get away with two terrible narrators who don't 
even try to keep each other in check? 
 I still don't know, really. Did I get away with it? You tell me. 
 Always Sunny's influence on my work didn't stop there, either. The show 
let me know that, yeah, creative works can get away with that setup, at least 
sometimes. Always Sunny has a reputation for pushing boundaries. In the most 
recent season, season 12, there's an episode titled "Making Dennis Reynolds a 
Murderer," which is set up to be a parody of the true crime Netflix series 
Making a Murderer. In an interview for Entertainment Weekly, one of the 
show's stars and writers, Charlie Day, talked about the American obsession 




sometimes make us forget that we're dealing with real events, real people, and 
real victims: 
We're basically saying, we're so obsessed in our culture with murder 
and violence that there's a macabre okayness with all this. . . . We're 
making episodic entertainment out of the fact that someone's been 
murdered, and there's sort of no sensitivity to the family of the victims 
sometimes with these documentaries. I'm the same as everyone—I will get 
sucked up in them. But it's a crazy thing in this society that we're into. 
(Bacle) 
 
What I like about this quote is that, if you squint, Day kind of pulls a Harlan 
here. The obsession with true crime is pretty messed up, but he admits his own 
guilt in that equation, as well. The point of this quote, and thus the point of the 
episode, is to call attention to how weird that obsession is. No one's asking for 
an end to all true crime programs or condemning anyone that consumes them, 
but it's worth taking the weird obsession into consideration when choosing to 
engage in that consumption. 
 In some ways, Harlan can be seen as the voice of reason in this story. 
After Hettie realizes that he's the Widowmaker, he spends the rest of the novel 
fighting to get her to see his side of things—and his side includes holding him 
accountable for his actions. He's a murderer and he's a person, and both of 
these facets of him are equally important in his mind. Really, he pushes for more 
than the "look the other way" acceptance she offers him. In a perfect world, she 




That's where his point of view diverges from being the voice of reason, but 
hey, he tried. 
 Which brings us back to The Weather Man and its stance on acceptance.  
 Following the introspective voiceover scene with Dave Spritz 
metaphorically funneling down the sidewalk with the "missed opportunity" 
versions of himself, we see Dave on a Hello America parade float, waving to a 
cheering crowd. In another voiceover narration, he says this: "Things didn't 
work out the way I predicted. Accepting that's not easy, but easy doesn't enter 
into grown-up life. . . . That's where I live—behind Fire Brigade 47. Okay. But in 
front of Spongebob." What he's referencing here is his literal station in the 
parade line-up. Yeah, his work isn't as important as the firefighters', but at least 
he's not Spongebob. Dave chooses to accept that because it's all that he's 
capable of in that moment. In the future, maybe he'll do better for himself, or 
maybe he won't. 
 Same goes for Harlan and Hettie, really. Maybe they'll be better people 
some day. Maybe Harlan will own up to more than just the easy and obvious 
stuff, and decide to get help and stop killing. Maybe Hettie will stop making 
excuses for him. But if they did, what would that change about the past? Would 
it make them good? Redeemable? Can they even be redeemed at this point? 
 Man, I don't know. I think that's up to you, reader. What helps you sleep 






The Weather Man. Directed by Gore Verbinski, performances by Nicolas 
Cage, Michael Caine, and Hope Davis, Paramount Pictures, 2005. 
Bacle, Ariana. "It's Always Sunny: Charlie Day goes behind the scenes of season 










 I don't notice my eye is missing until I jam my finger trying to answer the 
door. I'd chalk up my goofy depth perception to being jolted awake by the 
doorbell, but as I bring my throbbing hand to my face, I feel an empty socket 
behind my lid. 
 I'm not sure what to do about that. 
 The doorbell rings again. 
 Ms. Gilmoor glides into the house, not waiting for me to invite her in. She 
has a habit of showing up unannounced, letting herself in in the middle of the 
night to make sure I'm keeping the place up to her standards. That doesn't 
bother me, though. There's not much to see in my tidy, minimalist decor. The 
part I mind is that it's four in the morning. Leasing through a vampire comes with 
a certain set of inconveniences. 
 "Hettie, dear," she says, shaking out her umbrella. She floats past me and 
into the kitchen with more grace than any elderly woman has the right to, 
vampire or not. "How are you? May I come in?" 
 I shrug and follow her. Slowly, so I don't run into anything. My head feels 





 Ms. Gilmoor has the wrong end of her cane in her hands. She smacks it 
around on top of my fridge until she hooks one of the wine bottles I keep there. 
She catches it as it falls and sets her cane back on the ground as she pours a 
single glass. The cane stands upright on the floor next to her. 
 "Yesterday was the first of the month, you know." She sloshes the red 
liquid around in her glass and glances up at me. 
 "Oh, shoot. The rent." I shuffle back to my desk in the living room, where 
I keep my checkbook. "Sorry. I forgot about Julek taking time off." 
 "Lucky you," she says, suddenly next to me. I start. Not being able to see 
anything on my left side makes her that much more difficult to keep track of. 
"Selfish little rascal, that one. Did he throw a fuss like this when you left him, 
too?" 
 I misspell her name and have to scribble it out. "He told you that 
Sebastian broke up with him?" I hope it sounds like this is old news to me. 
 She pumps out a single "ha!" that sounds like a car backfiring. "No one 
tells me anything, dear. Sebastian's my tenant, too, you know. The only one kind 
enough to spare me a house call." She flattens her lips. "Sweet man. Bully for 
him dropping the dead weight, but he could've at least waited for a more 




 There's a moment of quiet filled by my pen scratching my signature and 
Ms. Gilmoor very loudly not asking me to fill in for Julek. Lucky for me, it's not 
like I have a corner of my eye through which to see her hovering. 
 I make to hand her the check and punch her in the shoulder instead. The 
wine sloshes dangerously in its glass. 
 "Er, sorry." I point at my missing eye. I wonder it looks like, if she can see 
into my head. "I'm not sure what happened." 
 "Interesting . . ." Ms. Gilmoor leans down to inspect it, her cold skin too 
close to mine. The way she doesn't breathe always creeps me out. "And here I 
thought it was just some new fashion statement with you young folks. I've never 
seen someone lose an eye like that before." 
 "I haven't either." My stomach drops. If the elderly vampire thinks my 
situation is strange, I have a feeling this won't be an easy fix. 
 "Well, good luck with that. What a pickle!" She says this like she's about 
to see herself out, but then doesn't move, her slippered feet hovering a couple 
of inches off the ground. Both of her hands clasp the hook of her cane. She 
waits. 
 "He was the one who broke up with me," I say. I'd really rather not get 
into it, but I know she's waiting for my comment. 
 "Of course. Speaking of which, your lease is almost up. End of next 




 I wince. The lease is the one topic of conversation less appealing than my 
having dated Julek. I knew she'd bring it up again. She's been bugging me about 
it for weeks, hoping I'd sign on for another year so that she wouldn't have to 
undergo the grueling rigmarole of finding a brave new tenant to put up with 
"that tramp of a poltergeist." Her words, not mine. 
 "I haven't decided.”  
 Brianna hasn’t noticed our guest yet. If she had, the house would be much 
louder. She hasn’t gotten along with Ms. Gilmoor since she “befell an 
unfortunate and untimely death,” for which our landlady claims no 
responsibility. Again, her words. 
 "Sure, sure. I understand. It's a big decision," she says, though her tone 
suggests otherwise. "I'm just pleased as punch to be making any money at all on 
this wretched house. I've always had a heck of a time filling this place, as you 
know. Her sweet smile feels especially empty without any teeth to fill it. "Have 
your decision by the end of the month, will you? I need to know if I should steel 
myself for another round of hunting." She downs the rest of her wine in one 
gulp and runs a tongue over glistening gums. "For new tenants, I mean." 
 "Of course. I just, ah, need to sort out some personal business before I 
can let you know for sure." 
 “I imagine so. Have you made any progress with her, by the way? I 




nonsense. After all, it's been over fifty years!" Her voice grows louder with 
every word until she's practically yelling down the hallway. 
 I wait. Brianna definitely knows Ms. Gilmoor is here now. 
 Sure enough, a short moment passes and a clove of garlic comes flying 
down the hallway and pelts Ms. Gilmoor square in the forehead. She shrieks. 
 "I suppose I have my answer!" More garlic flies in her direction. She bolts 
for the door. "Hettie, do let me know about the lease. And you," she hisses 
before floating out into the rain, "get over yourself, honey! You wouldn't have 
bled out if you hadn't run away!" 
 The remaining garlic Brianna stole from my cupboard slams against the 
door with a dull thud. 
 "Bloodthirsty bitch!" Brianna screams after the vampire, appearing next 
to me though unsurprisingly not in my line of sight. I know she would've kept on 
chasing her if she wasn't bound to this house. 
 "Took you longer than usual," I say. 
 “I was in the basement. Didn't hear her come in." Brianna materializes in 
front of me as her dismembered hand floats across the room to lock the front 
door. She wraps her arms around my waist. "Thought you were sleeping, but 
now that you're up . . ." Her translucent lips pucker to meet mine. 
 I kiss her back. It's an odd sensation, kissing a ghost. Touching her is like 




In the beginning, I used to think the goosebumps meant love. Then I found a 
Wikipedia article on ghosts and electromagnetic fields. 
 I untangle myself from her. "Yeah, but I'm going back to bed." I'm not 
tired. "Hey, um, my eye is missing." 
 Brianna leans up to peer into my empty socket. She blinks too many 
times, her mouth turning up into a curious smile. "Huh. Well, ain't that a sight. 
How strange." 
 "Strange? That's it?" 
 She shrugs. "I bet Gilmoor pilfered it. Can't trust her, y'know." 
 "Why would she want it?" 
 "Have you looked for it? Could've just fallen out, plain and simple." 
 "I doubt it. I had both of my eyes when I went to bed." 
 She runs a hand through my hair, which fills the fine black strands with 
static. "It'll turn up eventually. You're still beautiful, sugar." 
 I pull away as she goes for another kiss. "Will you help me look for it?" 
 "Can't right this minute." She backs off. Her hands, both of them, settle on 
her hips. "Working on a little surprise for you down in the basement. You're not 
allowed down until I'm all finished up, you hear?" 
 I frown. She's been annoying me lately. I'm not sure if her self-centered 
attitude is just her style or if she's developed it over the decades of haunting an 




Besides, she's the one who chased out all the previous tenants just to get back 
at Ms. Gilmoor. 
 She tried to do the same to me, but I gritted my teeth and ignored all the 
dishware flung across the kitchen (she quit once I started buying plastic, the 
cartoonish thudding of plates against the wall not as satisfying as shattering 
ceramic), the bloody threats written on the mirror (she's a painter and has an 
impressive stash of red acrylics), Brianna's contorted silhouette as she stumbled 
down the hallway (more in the fashion of a zombie than a ghost; I gave it a six 
out of ten on the spooky scale). The rent is cheap enough to make her more of 
an inconvenience than a problem. Like Ms. Gilmoor dropping in after midnight 
all the time. 
 If anything is going to drive me out of the house, it's more likely to be the 
gaudy art covering every inch of the place than either of them. Brianna likes 
bright, psychedelic patterns and she has more time to kill than I have wall 
space. When I'm asleep or out of the house, she spends her eternity painting 
what looks to be scenes from the Beatles' Yellow Submarine. It really clashes 
with my sparse thrift store furniture. 
 "I'm going back to bed," I say. "I want you to help me find my eye later." 
 She looks away, her eyelids fluttering again. "'Course, sugar. We'll get 




 I climb the stairs as Brianna dips through the floorboards. She's never 
been a great liar. All the stories I've heard about ghosts led me to expect she'd 
be less transparent, figuratively speaking. Spirits are supposed to communicate 
in cryptic messages about the lives they've lost. The only thing Brianna ever told 
me about her lost life is that the toothless Ms. Gilmoor is one poor excuse for a 
vampire. She had to hack off Brianna's hand with a meat cleaver in order to get 
any blood out of her. 
 Crawling into bed, I text Harlan.  
 You up? 
 I know he's probably not, but I also know he'll care about my eye 
problem. Even better, he won't ask about the Brianna problem or the lease 
problem. He knows better. 
 But I get a response almost immediately. 
 nope. are you? 
 I roll my eyes. Eye. Just the one, I guess. 
 Can I stop by your office in the morning? Need your 
help with something. 
 A couples of minutes pass this time. Maybe he wasn't kidding about not 
being awake. I settle in and take a stab at reading, but turns out, reading is a 




movements I've never noticed before. The flick between lines on the page is too 
loud for late night comfort reading. My phone buzzes as I give up. 
 how early we talkin? ill come to you after i finish 
shit here. 
 Here? You working? 
 yep. ill be another two hrs or so if youre gonna be 
awake. 
 Have you been out all night? Get some sleep. My thing 
can wait. Let’s grab dinner or something. 
 cant. youll prob have a job tmrw. 402 w bluff. 
 That throws me a little. This is the first I'm hearing about the job and he 
already has an address? 
 WM again? Did the cops ask for your help or something? 
 widowmaker is a fuckin stupid name but yeah. and no. 
 Dude . . . Don't mess with that case if the police 
aren't with you. Please don't go and get yourself murdered 
on me. 
 dont worry. im the one doing the murdering. He punctuates 
this with three hatchet emojis. Great.  
 Sometimes it feels like I’m the only person in town taking this serial killer 
issue seriously. Even the police are dragging their asses trying to catch the guy. 




point, I’ve learned not to trust anything I don’t get to see for myself. No one, 
including the cops, can even agree on how many victims we’re up to. 
 By my count, it’s 24—or 25 now, apparently. 25 murders in a county of 
about 65,000 people, all in just shy of three years. You’d think the FBI 
would’ve been here by now, but everyone at the precinct has a different story 
for why they aren’t. They also low-ball the victim count by at least 15 to 20 
bodies, depending on who you talk to. 
 I don’t know what’s going on. A small town police department in over its 
head, I guess. But it’s none of my business, not really. I just clean up the crime 
scenes. 
 Just be careful, Sherlock. Please. 
 really its cool. im way past the age range. 
 It’s true, if you’re just going by the murders in town. All the victims thus 
far have been young, like early-twenties young. I think the oldest was maybe 
23, tops. But… 
 In Hollowend, sure. The murders outside city limits 
have been random ages. A few were older than you. 
 good thing im inside city limits. 
 That’s not what I meant, and he knows it. I get another message before I 
can respond. 




 Harlan is the only person that believes me when I talk about the 
Widowmaker, even if he trusts the cops more than I do. It’s a weird sentiment 
coming from a private investigator, but he says this kind of thing is common in 
towns he’s been to before. The only ones who really know what’s going on are 
the detectives, and to be fair, I get most of my intel from the dispatcher, Mara. 
She’s the one that sets me up with cleaning jobs.  
 I’m not supposed to let anyone else in with me, but I make an exception 
for Harlan sometimes. I like being able to show him that I’m not making things 
up. He agrees with me when I say the crime scenes read more like a man’s work 
than a woman’s, and with my theory that the victims aren’t random like the 
papers claim. It’s validating. Without him, I’d feel like a crazy conspiracy 
theorist. 
 All that said, he likes to remind me that I’m speculating. 
 No proof, but all of the crime scenes are identical. 
The state troopers just aren’t communicating with Hollowend 
PD. 
 prob not. look im with you on this but i promise ill 
be fine ok? sweet that you care. go to bed reyes. 
 I trust him, but also, I don’t. Not when it comes to his own safety. 




 I get nothing for a long few minutes. It always worries me when he drops 
conversations suddenly when he's working. He doesn't tell me much about his 
job—I assume it's a lot of boring stuff like catching cheating spouses and 
running background checks, but that can't be everything. He'd go crazy if he 
didn't have more interesting cases to spice things up. 
 Like, hunting a serial killer, for instance. 
 Eventually, though, I do get a response: 
 told you. im doin the murdering. lol. seriously im 
busy tho. ill see you tmrw. 
 Okay, okay. I'm smiling. Texting him was a good call. 










 I'm watching this kid. Christa Fisher. I'm watching this kid, Christa Fisher. 
We're sitting in her kitchen. I laid out a sheet of plastic on the floor. I don't 
usually bother, but I want to make the clean-up easier for Hettie. The cops turn 
my crime scenes over pretty quickly, given that the nice big "FORGET" I wrote 
over the stove will make them, well, forget. Fingerprints will be overlooked, 
photos will capture an ordinary kitchen, collected evidence will be misplaced 
or straight up thrown out. And so on. That said, blood is a bitch to scrub off of 
anything, even linoleum, after it dries. Hettie doesn't get paid enough to mop up 
after me.  
 Anyway, I'm watching Christa Fisher. It's going well. She is sitting in the 
center of the plastic and she is hacking through thigh meat with a box cutter 
because I asked her to. Nicely.  
 It took 156 minutes, but now I'm burrowed in her so deeply that she 
trusts me. I don't have to try to convince her anymore. She's already dissected 
the muscles in her hand for me—the right one because she's a leftie. She pinned 
back layers of skin with the sewing needles we found in her bedroom. She 
plucked tendons in her palm and cracked knuckles from the inside. It makes me 




to thread myself through her ribcage. I want to reach into her and dig until I can 
finger the divots of her spine. I want to ask her to do it so she can tell me how 
it feels. Her roommates are asleep upstairs. We have to be quiet. 
 My phone buzzes. Goddammit. I'm, like, right in the middle of a thing, 
here. I shouldn't check it. I meant to put it on silent. I forgot. I shouldn't check it. 
 You up?  
 It's Hettie. It's three in the morning. Go to bed. Don't reply. I should be 
sleeping. I'm busy. 
 I reply anyway.  
 nope. are you? 
 Can I stop by your office tomorrow? Need your help 
with something. 
 "Hey hey hey." I whistle to get Christa's attention. She's focused. Good 
for her. "Hold up a sec." 
 I forgot I have an office. It's just for appearances. I don't know why I 
bothered to have an office. I don't need to try that hard. I tuck my hatchet 
under my arm. This sounds like a two-hand conversation.  
 how early we talkin? ill come to you after i finish 
shit here. 
 But, of course, she doesn't answer my fucking question.  




 yep. ill be another two hrs or so if youre gonna be 
awake. 
 She texts me back with some shit about taking care of myself and getting 
dinner or whatever the fuck. I don't care, not right now. I'm busy. She will be, 
too. 
 cant. youll prob have a job tmrw. 402 w bluff. 
 I can see Hettie's house down the hill from Christa's living room. Her 
bedroom light is on. I want her to look outside and see me standing in the 
window. She'll put the pieces together on her own eventually. I'm impatient. I 
tell her sometimes but then I tell her to forget and she does. She listens better 
than Christa. Usually, anyway. 
 WM again? Did the cops ask for your help or something? 
 I roll my eyes. Really? It figures that the first time I let any town link my 
murders, I'd get saddled with a fucking stupid press name. How come all the 
sickos get to be "The Butcher" and "Doctor Death" and shit? That's hardly 
fucking fair. 
 Whatever. Back to the kitchen. 
  widowmaker is a fuckin stupid name but yeah. and no.  
 I hope picking a girl this time will snuff out that Widowmaker bullshit. Let 




 "What are you doing?" Christa asks, sniffling. She's not looking at me. 
She's looking at the box cutter in her hand like she doesn't know how it got 
there. 
 I'm not good at multitasking. "Yeah yeah, shh, quiet down. Here, come 
here." 
 I push a hand against her shoulder to lay her down, but she grabs my 
fucking wrist. Nope, not okay. I shove her. Her head cracks on the corner 
cabinet just slightly too hard and her eyes shift out of focus for a second. 
Whoops. That was my bad. 
 Dude . . . Don't mess with that case if the police 
aren't with you. Please don't go and get yourself murdered 
on me. 
 Hahaha. 
 I trade her the sewing kit for the box cutter. I wipe the blood off on my 
jeans. I pull up her shirt to expose her belly. I dip the blade into one of the 
freckles I find there. "Can you do me a solid and play connect the dots for 
awhile? I'd appreciate it." 
 Her eyes go out of focus again, but in a good way. She threads a 
needle. It's impressive considering most of her fingers are scattered over the 
linoleum. God, this was going well. Christa still has a little fight left in her, but 




 youre bein a real cockblock right now girl.  
 Wait wait, no. Delete that. Instead:  
 dont worry. im the one doing the murdering.  
 Plus three hatchet emojis. 
 Hettie, for fuck's sake. Just look out the window.  
 Just be careful, Sherlock. Please. 
 Please. 
 really its cool. im way past the age range. 
 Not that it matters. Watching the cops try to figure me out is like Clue. 
The movie, I mean. The one with like eighteen endings where everyone gets a 
shot at being the killer. Dumbasses think I give a shit about age, like I got a type 
or something. Like I'm Dahmer or Bundy or one of those other nasty fucks. Nah. 
I'm picking off college kids because it's fun to see my spells wreck shop on up 
and coming warlocks. They're arrogant little shits, too. That's a bonus. 
 But Hettie's fucking smart. She's known what's up since the get-go, 
practically. 
 In Hollowend, sure. The murders outside city limits 
have been random ages. A few were older than you. 
 When I start working on a town, I need to establish a safety net before I 
start killing. The first step is building connections. I get in good with the cops, 




that might get involved with an investigation. That way, I get to control the 
flow of information from the inside. It's shockingly easy to muddle that shit, to 
convince a lab tech to misfile autopsy reports or to make a coroner believe 
that the hacked up corpse on the table had to be a suicide. Once I'm in, I cloud 
up the big picture so no one can put the pieces together. 
 That's why Hettie's the only one that knows the real victim count. I didn't 
factor a crime scene cleaner into the equation. She wasn't even on my radar 
until the detectives started whining about some bitch telling them how to do 
their jobs. 
 I'm impressed that she figured it out, but she's only gotten as far as she 
has because I didn't fuck up her head first. The magic I leave at crime scenes is 
enough to leave her with theories as opposed to facts, but she'd be in the same 
boat as everyone else if I hadn't fucked up. 
 Really, it'd be better for both of us if she wasn't an exception. I shouldn't 
have let it get this far because it would take a shitload of coaxing to untie all 
of that info now. 
 I don't want to, though. 
 good thing im inside city limits. 
 But I also shouldn't enable her. It's a tough line to walk. 




 I hope she won't call me on that. There's tons of proof. My magic doesn't 
work so well over text, though. I have to rely on actual charm and persuasion 
unless I want to blow my load all in one go. I couldn't pull that off tonight even 
if I wanted to. I've been too busy with Christa. I don't have that much juice left. 
 Speaking of, I should check in on her again. 
 I crouch next to her. She's made some good progress. There's a jagged 
line of thread embedded into her skin, zigzagging from mole to mole under her 
ribcage.  
 I tilt my head. "What's that? It kind of looks like a giraffe." 
 She shrugs, and doesn't answer. 
 Her hands are shivering and the needle keeps slipping against all the 
blood. She's running out of thread, too. This won't keep her occupied for much 
longer. Damn. 
 My phone buzzes. Okay, time to wrap this up. 
 No proof, but all of the crime scenes are identical. 
The state troopers just aren’t communicating with Hollowend 
PD. 
 prob not. look im with you on this but i promise ill 
be fine ok? sweet that you care. go to bed reyes. 
 I give it a minute, hoping that'll be the end of this conversation, but I 




 You promise? What are you doing, anyway? 
 I laugh. It'd be nice if I could just tell her the truth. I want to. I don't like 
lying to her. Honestly, I don't like lying to anyone. Problem is, most people can't 
look past the "serial killer" thing. I get that, but it's a real bummer on my end, 
y'know? It's like, nine times out of ten, romance movies are garbage, but Titanic 
fucking rocks. I could've passed on that movie just because of the genre, but 
then I'd be missing out on a cinematic masterpiece. Rose Dewitt Bukater's my 
girl. That sort of thing. 
 Anyway, point is, telling Hettie what's up is a work in progress. I've come 
clean a shitload of times already, but I never let it stick. She freaks out before I 
get a chance to give her all the details. I have to undo her memory or else that 
dramatic reveal will bury itself too deep and there won't be any coming back 
from it. 
 I like Hettie. It's not often that I make genuine friends when I'm working 
on a town. Considering I'm never not working on a town, shit gets lonely. 
 Christa's hand brushes my calf and I jump. For fuck's sake, I wish she'd 
stop grabbing at me. My instinct is to strike back—I'm still holding the box cutter 
and I could slit open her stomach to drive home the point—but I don't. She's 
been good aside from getting handsy. We made a deal, and I owe it to her to 




 I count ceiling tiles to calm myself down. When I run out of those, I count 
heartbeats and solve equations in my head. If I stick with my current heart rate, 
102 beats per minute, for the next hour, that's 6,120 beats per hour. For the 
next day, that's 146,880 beats. For the next year, that's 53,611,200 beats. 
Okay okay okay. I'm okay. 
 I kneel next to Christa again. I push open the box cutter to tap the blade 
against her chin. 
 "You need to stop touching me without my permission." I don't bother 
with magic. If she can't listen the old fashioned way on this one, she deserves 
what she's got coming. 
 "Oh. I'm sorry." She wipes her nose with the back of her hand, smearing 
blood across her face. "Are you all right?" 
 I sigh, and use the box cutter to slice off a piece of her sleeve. I do my 
best to clean up the mess she's made on her face. "Yeah. Look, I'll be done in a 
sec, and then you'll have my full attention, okay? You're doing great. Really 
great. I mean that." 
 I shoot Hettie one last text.  
 told you. im doin the murdering. lol. seriously im 




 I silence my phone and slip it back into my pocket. If she responds, I 
won't see it until I'm finished here. "There. See?" I give Christa a smile. I mean 
that, too. "It's just us now." 
 She tries to smile back. I appreciate the effort. I know it's hard for them, 
but I like it better when they enjoy it. That's the point. I want them to feel like I 
do. I've never met anyone else who has the same relationship to pain as me, 
though, so they have to fake it unless I help them, and I do. That's what my 
magic is for. 
 I want to hurt Christa, and I want her to want that, too. 
 I take her hand in mind and close her fingers around the box cutter. "It's 
time to get back to work. Do you remember what I asked you to do?" 
 "Um. I gotta find my kneecap." She thumbs the blade lock. 
 Good. She's still mine. "That's right. Both of them."  
 I sit back to give her some space to work. She's already made some 
good headway on her right leg. I can see some bone peeking through the 
layers of flesh and fat already. She was hacking away at a tendon before I 
stopped her earlier. She pokes the blade into her knee to peel back some of the 
muscle, but then she winces and pulls away. 
 I frown. That's not good. "What's wrong?" 
 She puffs out a little breath of air like she's guilty over disappointing me. 




 "Remember the deal we made. Do you want to stop?" 
 Christa looks at me with her big blue eyes all shaky with tears. "Can I 
stop?" she says again. 
 When victims tap out early, I give them a pep talk. I magic away the pain 
until they're convinced they can keep cutting. I look at my watch. 156 minutes 
of talking to warm her up, 198 of cutting, 354 minutes total. We're just shy of 
six full hours. That's a little above average for me, but the Hettie interruption 
fucked everything up. We lost momentum. I want to keep going to recover lost 
ground, but Christa's tired, and honestly, so am I.  
 My magic's gotten a hell of a lot stronger over my years of practice, but 
I don't have the stamina that I used to. A few years back, I had a guy working 
on himself for over seven hours straight. That's my record. I don't know how I 
did that. I sure as shit couldn't pull that off now, not without passing out 
afterwards. I try to avoid total drains like that. It's always embarrassing. 
 I pull my hatchet out of my backpack. Christa's done well. It's not her 
fault we had an intermission. 
 She lays back without me needing to tell her to. I straddle her middle and 
lay the sharp edge against her pulse while I decide how much of her throat I 
want to open. I don't hold the hatchet like you're supposed to hold a hatchet. 
James made a comment about that once and I can't shake it. Knives would be 




 James. I'll tell you about him later. 
 "Is it going to hurt?" Christa asks. She knots the fingers she has left in the 
plastic beneath us. 
 "Do you want it to?" 
 She pauses for a long moment while I hold my breath, praying she's 
going to say yes. Please say yes. Maybe this doesn't have to be a let-down 
ending after all. Yes, say yes. 
 But she bites her lip, then shakes her head. 
 I sigh. Fuck. I know, I know, I shouldn't have gotten my hopes up. But still. 
It's disappointing. 
 "Alright, fine." I brush her hair out of her eyes with the butt of the 
hatchet. "It's not going to hurt. I promise. You'll feel better after." 
 "After?" Her face goes blank, but then it bunches up and she starts to 
cry. "But you're going to kill me. I don't want to die. Oh, God, I don't want to 
die. Please don't kill me." 
 I replace the hatchet with my hand, cupping her cheek. I don't like 
touching people but I don't mind it so much with the people I kill. They're 
different. And I do feel bad when they get like this. "Shh shh shh. Hey, you're 
okay. You do want this, remember that?" I don't like lying to the people I kill, 




this, anyway. "You told me that you wanted to die. We had a deal. We're 
finished now." 
 She takes a shaky breath. She nods. "Yeah. Yeah, I remember. We had a 
deal. It won't hurt." 
 "No, it won't hurt."  
 "And you'll stay with me?" 
 That catches me off guard. "I'll stay with you. We're friends." 
 There's no point in dragging this out any longer. I drag the blade of the 
hatchet through her jugular. She gasps, and reaches for me, but her arms fall 
limp before they get to wherever they were headed, like they were suddenly 
too heavy. I wonder what it feels like. 
 Her eyes find mine, but I'm distracted. I'm watching the steady gush of 
blood flowing from her neck. The rhythm of her pulse leaves everything quiet. 
There's this . . . sound. In my head. I don't think it's a literal sound, but I don't 
know how else to describe it. It's like everything is buzzing all the time, or I can 
hear my own blood rushing on the inside, or maybe it's my mind moving too 
quickly. I can see her pulse spilling out of her and pooling under us and I don't 
count her heartbeats. My breath quickens as hers slows. I drop the hatchet. I 
hold her instead, one hand tucked behind her ear and the other at the base of 
her throat with my thumb pressed gently into the soft spot above her 




She's still on the outside, but trembling on the inside. She's bleeding in slow, 
thick waves, and her face is slack but I think she's smiling a little because I didn't 
lie, it didn't hurt, and it's over now. 
 I did this. 
 I don't know how much time passes between my hatchet in her neck and 
me being alone in the room. I don't want to know. I want to stay in that interim 
for as long as possible because these are the moments in which I feel most like 
myself. It's quiet here. It's quiet. 
 I stay put until she's so done bleeding that I can't pretend she's still 
bleeding anymore. Her eyes are glassy, but she's still warm. I'm glad. I don't like 
dead bodies. 
 I wipe the blood off of her face with a kitchen towel. I close her eyes. I 
pick up my hatchet and stand up. 
 Christa stands up with me. 
 In my line of work, ghosts happen. Not too often—most folks I kill end up 
as zombies or they just plain stay dead. Ghosts are rare, so Christa suddenly 
materializing inches from my fucking face startles me. I stumble backwards into 
the counter. 
 "I'm sorry!" She grabs for my arm, but slides through me and grabs a 




 I don't like people touching me, and that includes ghosts phasing through 
my body. I sidestep away, rubbing the spot where her hand was. It feels kind of 
like electrocuted, but just in one spot, and it's cold. 
 It's uncomfortable, but I have a bigger problem on my hands. Potentially. 
 "What do you remember?" There's no stopping her from spotting her 
body at this point, considering she's standing in it, but I do crouch down to start 
packing up my tools. I don't need her to see the hard-on my jeans are doing a 
shit job of hiding. That would be awkward for both of us. 
 She looks down. It's gotta be weird, seeing your own corpse like that, 
but she doesn't seem bothered. "Well . . . You killed me, I think. Didn't you?" 
 The jury's still out on whether or not this is bad for me. Ghosts are tricky 
for me to persuade, so if my magic didn't carry over, I've got my work cut out 
for me. 
 "I did. You asked me to." I put a little English on it just in case. 
 She cocks an eyebrow at me. "Yeah, I know." She steps out of her body 
so that she can bend down to get a better look at it. "Thanks," she says without 
looking up. 
 Good. 
 "No, thank you." I stand, holding my backpack in front of me. Smooth, I 




should probably keep this between us, y'know? I'd rather not get arrested for 
doing you a favor." 
 She eyes my backpack. Dollars to donuts, she has my number, but now 
we're going to play the "we both know what's up, but we're not going to 
acknowledge it" game. I'm cool with that. I need to get out of here, anyway. My 
night isn't over just yet. 
 "Don't worry. I won't tell anyone." She kicks at the edge of the plastic 
sheet, though it doesn't move. I've heard shifting in and out of corporealness 
takes a bit to get used to. "What should I tell people instead? I kind of don't 
think we can get away with natural causes, here. Suicide, maybe?" She bites 
her lip. 
 I shrug and start for the door. "Doesn't matter. You can say you were 
murdered as long as you don't tell 'em by who." 
  I'm halfway down the driveway when I hear the front door open again. I 
turn just in time to watch Christa smash headfirst into the invisible barrier now 
binding her to the house. Hope you liked your roommates, kiddo. 
 "Wait a sec," she yells after me, rubbing her nose. "You're the 
Widowmaker, aren't you?" 
 God damn it. I really do hate that moniker. "I told you to call me Harlan." 
 "Harlan. So, do you, um." She hesitates. "I'm, like, another notch in your 




 That's enough to make me start back up the drive. "Christ, no. That's not 
how it is." 
 Technically, she's an addition to my tattoo. I keep a running tally on my 
left thigh. I don't need it—like I would ever forget one of my kills—but I like 
having the numbers close. It's dots arranged in a spiral so I can add to it in 
strands. One strand per town, 27 dots per strand, plus a thinner strand in the 
center for the days before I settled on my cycle. And for when I go off book, 
which is rare, though it does happen. Six strands for six towns, and some 
change. 171 dots. Christa will be 172. 
 Two more to go, and then I'm done here. Unfortunately. 
 Anyway, Christa isn't talking about any of this shit. I'm getting ahead of 
myself. 
 I step back into the house, back into her range. I stroke her arm as best I 
can with her phasing in and out. She's half static and half liquid, almost. 
 "You're not my first, no. But you're special. You're important to me, 
okay?" I don't bother with magic because it's not a lie. I remember all of them. 
I'll remember her. "We're connected now, and I can't begin to tell you how much 
I appreciate what you let me do with you. You didn't die for nothing." 
 Maybe she wasn't questioning it that deeply, but it's worth saying. I don't 




 She smiles and I feel her form solidify under my touch. "Because we're 
friends." 
 "Because we're friends. That's right." 
 Granted, "friends" isn't exactly the right term, but I don't know what else 
to call the relationship I forge with the people I kill. They're certainly not my 
victims, though. Maybe they are in legal terms, but that's hardly an appropriate 
summary of how we feel about each other. Friends is close enough. 
 Speaking of friends, I check my watch. Shit. I need to get a move on if I 
want time to shower and change before meeting up with Hettie. And, yeah, I do 
want time. I've got some business to take care of, if you know what I mean. You 
don't want that to happen on screen, and I'm not about to narrate that shit 













 I watch Forensic Files until the sun comes up. By then, I'm sick of lying in 
bed staring at the rainbow of flying fish on the ceiling. I had hoped Brianna 
would be finished with whatever she's doing in the basement, but the door is 
locked and the record player is blaring jazz loud enough to drown out my 
knocking. 
 It's probably for the best. She won't be much help. 
 Instead, I get dressed and wait for Harlan to show up. By the time he 
texts me to let me know he's on his way, I'm so sick of the muffled jazz seeping 
up through the floorboards that I head outside to wait for him. 
 The rain has let up a bit, though blotchy clouds still droop over the town 
and turn the sunrise fuzzy. The wet hanging in the air drills a chill into my 
bones, but I'll take it after the winter. It should still be snowing this time of year, 
anyway—disintegrating snow piles still line the street, and they'll probably stick 
around for another month or so, at least. It's March, but Hollowend is about as 
far north as you can get in Michigan without edging into Canada. Or, the lake, 




 Today, the road disappears into a dense, gray fog. It's still drizzling a 
little, so I pull my hood over my head and lean against the bike rack on the 
sidewalk. 
 My house is situated in a bit of a weird location, like it was here first 
and the rest of downtown Hollowend sort of sprang up around it. That's not 
entirely incorrect, either. According to Brianna, this area used to be more 
residential, but then the city grew and downtown became a whopping two 
streets instead of one until it billowed out far enough to envelope the 
surrounding houses. It's against the law to demolish a building with a resident 
ghost, though, so now we're the one remaining house on the downtown drag, 
awkwardly sandwiched between a psychic parlor and a nail salon, across the 
street from a gas station. 
  My neighbor, Marisol, runs the psychic parlor on the first floor of the 
building next to mine and lives in the apartment on the second. She makes her 
living giving tarot card readings and communing with the dead. The ones that 
aren't already back among us as zombies and ghosts, anyway. I've never really 
bought into the divination thing. Yeah, my landlord is a vampire and my 
girlfriend is a ghost, but it still feels like a little bit of a reach for me. It's not a 
tangible thing, you know? Marisol and I have agreed to disagree.  
 In any case, one of her specialties is finding lost things. "Objects or 




eyeball sounds like an object to me. Harlan's a PI, but it's not like I have any 
leads to give him other than the obvious, so it doesn't hurt to have a back-up 
plan. Marisol might be able to point us in another direction if my lead doesn't 
pan out, at the very least. 
 After a few minutes, Harlan shows up. With coffee. 
 "I knew I hung out with you for a reason," I say as he passes me a to-go 
cup. I take it carefully with both hands. I still don't trust my depth perception. 
"Thanks." 
 Speaking of, he's frowning at the hole in my face. "What, uh, what's up 
with your eye?" 
 "Holy shit, finally. I was starting to think I was losing it. Gilmoor and 
Brianna both just thought it was some weird fashion choice. Brianna hardly 
noticed." Not that I'm bitter, or anything. "I don't know what happened to it. 
That's the thing I wanted to talk to you about." 
 "Hm." He squints at my not-eye for another moment. I realize I haven't 
actually seen what it looks like yet. I should've checked a mirror. "Weird. Does 
it hurt?" 
 "Nah." I poke a finger into the socket. I can get it in up to my second 





 He makes a face, but laughs. "Gross. So, what, it just fell out, or 
something?" 
 "It was gone when I woke up. I figure someone must've taken it while I 
was sleeping." 
 He cocks an eyebrow. "You think someone stole it? Your eyeball?" 
 "Well, yeah." Granted, he doesn't sound skeptical. More like I've just 
piqued his interest, really. "It's not like eyes just fall out, and even if it had, it 
would've been in my room somewhere. It's not." 
 "Having your eye ripped out of your face would've been pretty fucking 
noticeable." He sips his coffee, and I can't tell whether or not he's arguing my 
point. "That shit hurts. Would've woken you up unless you got drugged. Did you 
get drugged?" 
 Oh, shit. I hadn't considered that, actually. "I mean, I don't think so. How 
do you know if you got drugged?" 
 "Fuck if I know. Looks more like it was removed with magic, though. It's 
too clean for someone to have scooped it out manually." 
 "Ew. But that's good, right? Magic means I can stick it back in when we 
find it." 





 "Yeah. Let's worry about finding the thing first. Assuming whoever 
pilfered it kept it intact." 
 "Shit." My heart sinks. I hadn't considered that, either. "What would be 
the point of that, though? Stealing an eye just to, I don't know . . . Mash it up, or 
something." 
 "Well, what would be the point of keeping the fucking thing? That's 
nasty." 
 He yawns, and I remember he's been up all night and is just coming off of 
a job. I feel a little guilty dragging him out like this. Okay, I'll cut to the chase. "I 
have a theory. I think Brianna took it to con me into staying here for another 
year. My lease is almost up." 
 I'm expecting him to tell me I'm just being paranoid, but he doesn't. 
Instead, he chews his lip thoughtfully and gives my house a once-over, like he's 
trying to parse out how suspicious Brianna is through the walls. 
 "Alright," he says after a long pause. "Where's your head at there, 
Watson?" 
 I snort. Well, at least he's not dismissing me. "She had access, and if 
someone else had been in the house, she would've noticed. Plus, she's got that 




 He nods. "Yeah, that checks out. How was she acting weird? Like, 
dastardly rubbing her hands together, twiddling her mustache, that sort of 
thing?" 
 "In verbal form, yeah, basically. She didn't notice my eye was gone until I 
brought it up, and then she didn't care all that much. Like she knows it's not that 
big of a deal." 
 "Did you call her out?" 
 I hesitate. Harlan and I tend to disagree on my methods of handling my 
relationship. He's a fan of the straightforward approach, like telling Brianna to 
go fuck herself when she does something that annoys me, or dumping her ass 
on the spot and finding a new place to live. That sounds great in theory, but it's 
not that easy in practice. 
 "No." I occupy myself by watching the steam swirling up from my coffee. 
It's easier not to look at him when I can just turn my head a little and boom, my 
line of sight ends. "What was I supposed to say? I don't have any hard 
evidence, and if she realizes I'm onto her, she might freak out and destroy it, or 
something." 
 He's quiet, so I assume he's giving me a look. 




 "Yeah, whatever. Look, if she took it, that means it's still in your house, 
right? Why not just ransack the place? It's not like you've got that many places 
to hide it." 
 That's not a bad idea, but again, it's easier in theory than in practice. 
"Brianna would notice." Wait, though. That gives me an idea. "She's been holed 
up in the basement for the past couple of days. Says she's working on a 
surprise for me, or something, so I'm not allowed to go down there. You think 
that's anything?" 
 He scoffs. "Are you shitting me? That's it, mystery solved. Your eye's in 
the basement." 
 "But how am I supposed to get down there if she won't let me in? She's 
got the door locked. I don't think there's a key, and I'm not getting Gilmoor 
involved." 
 "I'll check it out for you if you distract her." 
 Hm. It's not the worst idea. 
 A few minutes later, I'm making my way back down to the basement. 
Alone, since Harlan's on stealth duty for this mission. I'm not sure how he's 
planning to get past the locked door, but he told me not to worry about it, and 
I trust him. Private investigators probably deal with this kind of thing all the 





 The jazz is still blaring, but I make sure to knock loud enough this time. 
The music clicks off and Brianna’s head pokes through the door.  
 “Hey there, sugar. Get enough rest?” She has paint stuck to her cheeks, 
the solid flecks of green standing out against her dark, transparent skin. Her 
face is almost indistinguishable against the deep brown of the door. 
 “I did. Are you still working?” I press my hand against the door where I 
think her shoulder might be. 
 “Yes, ma’am.” She steps through the door to take my hand in hers. It's not 
difficult to lure her like this, really. Usually she's the one making advances, not 
me. “Could be persuaded to take a break, though, if that’s why you’re down 
here.”  
 “It is, actually.”  
 I let Brianna lead me upstairs to the bedroom. I close the door behind us 
and turn on the radio to cover any noise Harlan might make. I told him I can buy 
him twenty, maybe thirty minutes tops. It's not much, but I can't keep this up 
forever. I can fake being interested in the sex, sure, but Brianna's not stupid. 
She knows I'm just putting on a show for her, even on the best days. She'll know 
something is up if I try to draw this out. 
 Whatever, though. Harlan's the one doing the technical breaking and 




have the easy job—distracting her isn’t difficult if you know how to use your 
tongue. 
 
 We finish, and I'm banking on Brianna wanting to snuggle for a few 
minutes at least, but I'm not that lucky. She insists on returning to the basement 
immediately.  
 “This surprise is gonna take me ages to finish unless I get my butt back 
down there lickety-split,” she says, rubbing her nose against mine. I can see the 
digital clock on the nightstand through her head. I haven't given Harlan enough 
time. 
 “It can wait,” I start to say, but she cuts me off with a kiss and 
disappears into the bed. She thinks she's being cute, but I hate when she does 
that. 
 I throw my clothes back on and run downstairs after her, expecting her 
to have caught Harlan in the act, but all is quiet. I peak down the basement 
stairs. The door is shut. 
 I wait. The music starts up again. 
 Either Harlan's found my eye and gotten out of there, or he didn’t do a 
very good job looking. I head back outside. I find him sitting on the railing of my 
porch, messing around on his phone and munching animal crackers from a box I 




 "Hey," he says without looking up. "Have fun?" 
 I give him a second to follow that up with something more useful, but he 
doesn't. "So did you find it or what?" 
 "One sec, I'm Googling how to pick a lock on a door. That shit's harder 
than I thought." 
 "Jesus, Harlan." 
 He waves a hand at me and slides his phone into his pocket. "Chill. I'm 
fucking with you. I snooped, didn't find anything. Tough luck, kiddo." 
 "How hard did you look? You had, like, fifteen minutes." 
 "Trust me, I'm aware." He drops off of the railing. "That was a long 
fucking fifteen minutes. You could've given me a heads up that your girl's a 
screamer. I had zero interest in bearing witness to that, thanks." 
 Oh, ew. I'd prefer if he hadn't witnessed that, either. But he's getting 
distracted. "You're sure it wasn't down there?" 
 "Very. The surprise story checks out, and there aren't as many hidey-
holes down there as I expected," he says, chewing on crackers. "If she did take 
it and managed to outfox me, you should just let her keep the damned thing. 
She's earned it." 
 I pause. "So, what's the surprise?" 




 I can't tell whether or not he's still messing with me, so I decide to let it 
go. All of this just raises bigger questions, anyway. Time for plan B. 
 I navigate past him, careful to avoid bumping shoulders because I know 
he hates that, and start for Marisol's building. Harlan follows tepidly, still eating 
the snack he stole from me. 
 The parlor isn't open yet, so I ring the bell for the apartment upstairs. 
Almost immediately, hurried footsteps come banging down the stairway. 
Instead of Marisol, her husband Emilio answers the door. 
 I don't know Emilio very well, and I'm okay with that. He's an odd guy, 
much too timid for his chosen profession. Stage magician, if you can believe it. 
He's sweet, I'm sure, but I don't get him and Marisol. He fidgets in the doorway 
when I ask for his wife, his eyes darting between Harlan and I. 
 "Oh, um, she's not here." His fingers drum on the doorknob. He's got his 
lanky body wedged between the doorframe and the mostly-closed front door 
like he's expecting me to strongarm my way inside. Which tempts me, to be 
honest. 
 "Do you know when she'll be back?" I squint at him. Third person not to 
ask about my eye. 
 "No. Well, I mean, I'm not sure, really." 
 Harlan hums behind me, like I need him to flag that, yeah, this is 




 "Her shop opens in less than an hour, though, doesn't it?" It's not really a 
question. The hours are posted like two feet away from me. 
 He nods, apparently unsure how to answer because he doesn't say 
anything. His skin is slick with sweat and hair is matted to his forehead. He 
looks paler than I remember. One hand is behind his back like a kid trying to 
hide the candy he's not supposed to have. 
 "Is everything all right?" I ask. 
 He flashes a shaky smile. "Fine." 
 "Okay, whatever. When Marisol comes around, can you let her know I 
need her help with something?" I point to my vacant socket. 
 "Ah," he says, overcompensating the surprise like he was seeing it for the 
first time. "Did someone steal your eye?" 
 "Steal. Interesting word choice," says Harlan. 
 He's right, but I ignore him. "Maybe. I hoped Marisol could help me find 
it." 
 Emilio deflates. "That makes sense." He looks up and down the vacant 
street and then holds the door open for me. "Look, don't tell anyone, but I, um, 
had a little accident." 
 He brings us upstairs into the tiny apartment, the air heavy with lavender 
incense. I've been inside once before; Marisol invited me over for lunch back 




instead of hers. I could never stomach the thick haze of the place, like an 
ancient Egyptian tomb just unearthed after thousands of years, including all the 
piles of treasure that pharaohs tried to take to the afterlife with them. 
 The place is packed wall to wall with Emilio's props—straitjackets, 
manacles, puzzle-boxes, and other weird contraptions I don't have a name for. 
Emilio is a magician, though not a very good one judging by how often he lands 
shows. According to Marisol, he works mostly birthday parties nowadays, both 
for grade school kids and for the senior center down the road. The best magic 
trick he's ever pulled is fitting so much stuff into such a tiny space. He even 
managed to make it look vaguely organized. 
 I can tell Harlan hates it in here. He's looking around warily with his back 
pressed up against the door. He's got a terrible poker face, but Emilio doesn't 
seem to notice. 
 We follow him into the living room. A fat, brown rabbit sits in the center 
of the coffee table, surrounded by dusty books and dried plants. It looks up at 
us as we enter. I've never seen a rabbit with green eyes before. 
 "I know this looks bad," Emilio says, picking up the rabbit, "but it's under 
control, I swear." 
 I stand in the doorway, arms folded with Harlan oddly quiet behind me, 
as Emilio strokes Marisol. The real Marisol, apparently. He tells us about his 




wife's rabbitness is a result of a botched vanishing spell. He must have misread 
the instructions, he says, sniffling. She's been stuck as a rabbit for going on two 
days now. 
 "I found a reversal spell in one of Marisol's books. It just requires some, 
uh, odd ingredients. I was up most of the night collecting them." The hand he'd 
hidden behind his back, now tucked under Marisol's shaggy pelt, looks to be 
wound tightly in bandages. 
 I step around him to get a better look at the coffee table. I spot a bowl 
covered with a dish towel. "One of those odd ingredients wouldn't happen to 
be an eyeball, would it?" 
 He shakes his head so violently that I'm worried he'll topple over. 
"Absolutely not! Or, well, technically it does call for an eye, but what I mean is 
that I'd never dream of—" 
 I pluck the towel off of the table and Emilio clams up. Under it, I find a 
plastic flower-patterned mixing bowl. I recognize it from our summertime 
lunches when Marisol made her famous potato salad. 
 Inside the bowl, though, is certainly not potato salad. I count a lock of 
curly black hair, a vial of what looks to be blood, a human tooth, and a hand's 
worth of nail clippings, all wreathed neatly around Emilio's severed finger. 




 "I'm essentially rebuilding her body with, uh, samples," he says quietly. He 
shrugs. "Your eyes are brown. It doesn't fit." 
 I sigh, pinching the bridge of my nose. I'm starting to get a headache, but 
who knows what from at this point. Marisol is a long way off from humanity 
with Emilio calling the shots. If he messed up this badly the first time, I don't 
want to think about what might happen if he tries to undo it. 
 But, as if I don't have enough going on right now, my phone buzzes. It's 
Mara. Harlan said I would have a job today, but I didn't think I'd be getting a 
call until later. When did this murder happen, exactly? 
 I hold up a finger to Emilio as I answer the call. This shouldn't take long. 
 "Morning!" Mara's voice is, as always, too chipper for how early it is. 
"Didn't wake you, did I?" 
 "Actually, no, but I'm kind of busy. What do you need?" 
 She blows a raspberry on the other end of the line. "Sorry, chica, I'm 
gonna need you to do some cleaning today. Just picked up a nasty one over on 
Bluff. You know where that is?" 
 "Yeah." It's one street over from my place. If Harlan's address was 
correct, it should be just cattycorner to where we are now. I move to the 
window to peek through the blinds. Sure enough, I see two cop cars parked in 




 I shoot Harlan a look, but he's busy sifting through the box of animal 
crackers to notice me. Alright, I'm just going to assume I should keep my mouth 
shut about his insider tip. "What's the story?" 
 "Oh, sorry, it's not your sugar mama this time. Hope I didn't get you too 
excited." 
 "I wish you wouldn't call him that." 
 "You're still on that theory that our resident murderer's a he? Jeez, read 
a paper, honey." She laughs. "Anyway, we'll be out of your hair within the hour, 
so get your butt over there ASAP, okay? The roommates want to get their 
place back to normal." 
 I pause. "And you're sure it's not the Widowmaker?" 
 Now, Harlan does look up. 
 "Super sure. It's a cut and dry suicide, honey. But the landlord's paying 
top dollar to have the place cleaned same-day," she says, sing-songing the bit 
about the money like I'm in any position to pick and choose my jobs. I need the 
money, and she knows I'd rather clean crime scenes than work the desk at the 
cemetery's welcome center. Waiting around for zombies to revive is boring, 
even part-time, but it's steady income. I wish I could stick to just the cleaning 
jobs, but that's not exactly steady work. Or, whoops, maybe that's not 




 In any case, lucrative or not, I'm on board for this job. Harlan billed this 
as another murder, not a suicide. I tell Mara I'll check it out as soon as I can, 
and hang up. 
 "Do you have somewhere you need to be?" asks Emilio. He's returned 
Marisol to the table, where she's now nibbling on a leaf of lettuce. 
 "Mara needs me to clean up a crime scene. Suicide, apparently." I shoot 
Harlan a pointed look. 
 He laughs. "My bad." 
 "It'll take me a couple of hours, but don't do anything until I get back," I 
tell Emilio. And then, to Harlan: "Can you hang out with him in the meantime? 
For like, moral support, or whatever." 
 "Oh, that really won't be necessary! I just thought you should know the, 
eh, situation." He eyes Harlan nervously. Fair. They're acquaintances of 
acquaintances at best, and Harlan's got this look of disgust like he might 
actually die if I make him stay in this apartment for one second longer, let alone 
hours.  
 But I don't trust Emilio left to his own devices. Look how far that's gotten 
Marisol already. Harlan will at least be able to keep him calm to prevent him 
from doing more stupid stuff.  
 "No offense, but I think you need to get a real warlock in on this 




 He's quiet for a long while, but I guess my tired stare eventually wins him 
over. He can't do much for her in this state, anyway. He needs rest, and 
probably a trip to the hospital. 
 "I'd really rather avoid the hospital," he says, sweating. "They'll ask 
questions." 
 In a town like Hollowend, I'm not sure if it's more illegal to accidentally 
morph your wife into a rabbit or to then invoke what sounds like risky black 
magic. Either way, I don't want to get involved. "Fine. At least make sure you're 
keeping it clean." 
 He sheepishly agrees, so I glance at Harlan, who shakes his head. "No 
fucking way." 
 "Please?" 
 "Hard pass. I'll help with your eye thing, but this one's all you. I don't do 
favors for dumbasses." 
 Emilio clears his throat meekly to remind us that he's still here, but I don't 
think Harlan forgot. I rub my temples. 
 "Fine. I mean it, though." I point a finger at Emilio like I'm scolding a 
puppy. "Don't do anything until I get back. We'll come up with a plan later. 
Brianna's home if you need anything while I'm gone." I don't want her getting 




 Emilio agrees, and Harlan and I head back downstairs. He offers to give 
me a ride to the precinct so I can pick up the cleaning truck. 
 "I don't know why you're wasting your time with that fuck-up," he says as 
we climb into his car. 
 "It's not like I have a choice," I say. "Marisol's doomed if we leave Emilio 
in charge." 
 "See, that's the thing. You keep saying 'we' like either of us needs more 
shit on our plate right now." 
 He can whine all he wants, but I know his help is a done deal. I'm busy 
rereading our conversation from a few hours ago. Yeah, he definitely said this 
job was Widowmaker-related. 
 "Speaking of shit on our plate, Mara says that address you gave me is a 
suicide, not a murder. 
 "Weird. Guess I got some facts wrong." And suddenly he's hyper-focused 
on the road. 
 "You think?" 
 "It doesn't matter. If Mara says it was a suicide, then it was a suicide." 
 "Okay, fine. It doesn't matter." I still don't buy that it's not suspicious, but 
Harlan's right. It's not important. "Anyway, I really am going to need you on this 
rabbit thing." 




 "I have an idea, and I don't trust anyone else with it." 
 Hah, I knew that would stop him in his tracks, and it does. He drums on 




4. HARLAN GETS ROPED INTO THIS GRAVEROBBING BULLSHIT AND IT IS THE 
GROSSEST THING HE HAS DONE SINCE THAT TIME IN COLORADO SPRINGS 





 Corpses are nasty and cemeteries creep me out and I was planning to 
actually get some fucking sleep tonight, but here I am, dick deep in gravedirt 
because I'm a good friend. Actually, Hettie and I are dick deep in gravedirt. 
Emilio is apparently too big a pussy to get hands-on. He's playing lookout like 
getting caught matters. 
 It's not even Hettie's problem. She's missing an eye, and Emilio's got the 
nuts to ask her for two? His stupid ass morphed his wife and now they need to 
golem up a body for her, or something. I don't give a shit. I'm here because 
Hettie didn't trust Emilio to be any use in exhuming a body. Yeah, they just 
buried Christa today, but loose dirt is still dirt. It's heavy. 
 This kind of shit is why I don't hide bodies. That, and I don't need to. 
 "You should get an eyepatch," I say, navigating a rock out of the hole 
with my shovel. "Or a fake eye, but like, campy-fake. Shit, no, just pop a 
bouncy ball in there." 
 "I thought about it." She stops digging to reach under her glasses and 
poke a finger into her empty socket. I wish she wouldn't do that. Her hands are 




 "Oh yeah? I guess it's big enough for candy or something. Trail mix. 
You'd be like a Pez dispenser." 
 "What was that?" Emilio peeks around the tree. "Have you found the 
casket yet?" 
 Hettie jabs the ground with her shovel. "We're close. Another foot or 
two." 
 "Huh. Thought it'd be deeper," I say. The edge of the hole comes up to 
about my waist. Digging graves is more glamorous in movies. The hole isn't 
even grave-shaped; Hettie said we just needed to unearth the top half. She 
made sure the casket was unlocked before it went in. 
 Still, in retrospect, grave-shaped would've been better. We're too close 
together. I want to take off my jacket, but I need the extra layer to fend off the 
accidental brushing up against each other. I'd do more digging if I didn't have to 
play keep-away. 
 But she doesn't notice. "Yeah, the 'six feet under' thing is kind of a myth. In 
Michigan, they leave it up to cemeteries to decide stuff like grave depth and 
burial requirements. Technically, you don't even need a casket. If you want, 
they can just chuck you straight into the ground." 
 "Ew. God." I pause. "But this chick's in a casket, right?" 




 "What? What was that?" His head appears again. Jesus Christ, this guy. 
"Did you find it now?" 
 It takes a few more minutes, but we do find it. This part does go about 
how it goes in movies: My shovel hits something hollow, we look at each other 
kind of excited but not really because this shit ain't treasure. All this means is 
that we're done. Almost. Here comes the money shot. 
 We climb out of the hole because we can't open the casket when we're 
standing on the damned thing. Emilio scuttles over. 
 "Oh, cool, stop with the lookout schtick once we got a body on our 
hands. Good plan." I sit on Christa's headstone. 
 No one moves. 
 Hettie looks at me, which would make sense if she knew I kill people in 
my spare time, but she doesn't, so that makes her an asshole. 
 "No fucking way. Emilio should do it." I nod at him and he recoils. "It's his 
problem." 
 "Emilio can't. He's, um . . . Look, we'll be here all night if we wait around 
for him to steel himself." 
 "He's off the hook because he's a twig with a weak stomach. That's fair." 
It's some bullshit, is what it is. "You do it, then." 
 "You don't want me rooting around in someone's face either. My depth 




 "You'll have to do this again. Fuck off." 
 "Harlan, come on. Please?" 
 Christ on fucking Christmas, fine. I want to go home. I want to shower. I 
want Hettie to stop frowning at me like that. I slide back into the hole and kick 
open the casket. 
 Hey, girl. 
 They dressed her up all pretty, but I hear the funeral was closed casket. 
Makes sense; no amount of makeup will undo the gash I tore in her neck. I know 
how to cut them open so they bleed out but don't suffocate. It's tricky with a 
hatchet. I like the hatchet. Never could get behind the classic axe murderer 
hack-'em-up, though. 
 "Oh, God." Emilio is crying again. 
 "Bro, we're stealing body parts off a murder victim. What'd you expect?" 
We should've dug a bigger hole. It's tough to get any footing without stepping 
on her. I'd rather not. She might leak.  
 "We should have chosen another body. Someone who died of natural 
causes." 
 "Hey, you're the one who needed green eyes."  
 I want to point out that fresh meat is a hell of a lot more pleasant than 
our other options, mangled or otherwise. Waiting around for a body's zombie 




What's already a ghost can't revive as a zombie, too. You'd think Emilio would 
be less on board with stealing eyes from a corpse that might actually need 
them later. I want to point out that we're not exactly swimming in green-eyed 
freebies, and he's damned lucky this worked out like it did. I want to point out 
that our only better alternative is me and my hatchet. But I don't say these 
things because "better" is subjective here. 
 Instead, I say: "We got tools or anything?" 
 Hettie hands me an ice cream scoop. 
 "You're shitting me." 
 She shrugs. "I've never enucleated anyone before. I brought a spoon and 
some scissors, too." 
 "What, and I have?" Technically, I haven't. "Spoon. Give it here." 
 She does, and I crouch over Christa. I knew a guy once who was really 
into the aftermath of murder, like "chopping up bodies to bury them in the 
mountains" aftermath. That's not my style. I'm only interested in bodies so long 
as they're alive. Other people get paid to clean up after me. Hettie gets paid to 
clean up after me. It's nice to see Christa again, but it's not really Christa. It's 
just a gross, dead thing. 
 I dip the spoon under her lower eyelid. It's easier than I thought it would 
be. Turns out, eyeballs are resilient despite how goopy they look, and Christa's 




pops right out. I pry out the second one before reaching for the scissors. 
Christa looks pretty silly for a second, her eyes dangling like that. 
 I cut so they've still got some length to them, then I tie the nerves 
together. I sit on the edge of the grave. "Tell me you brought something to store 
these in," I say to Emilio. 
 "Oh!" He stops chewing on his nails and fumbles through his coat until he 
fishes out a glasses case. "Will this do?" 
 "Seriously? Some tiny-ass box for fucking reading glasses isn't gonna cut 
it, pal." 
 "It doesn't look that small," says Hettie. "Anyway, eyeballs are bigger 
than you'd think. It's an easy mistake." 
 I ignore her. She's not the problem. "Do you not own Tupperware?" 
 Emilio gasps. "But Tupperware is for food." 
 "For fuck's sake, you can wash it afterward." I take the case anyway to 
illustrate how stupid this is. I stick the eyes in and hold it up to show him. "Go 
ahead and close that. You'll pop the eyes, is what you'll do." 
 "Please, I don't want to see them." He backs away with his hands up like 
he's passing on seconds. 
 Hettie groans. "Let's just go. We can find a better container later." 
 "No, no way." I stand because I'm not letting Emilio get off easy here. 




 I toss the eyes to him. I don't want to deal with them either, but I'm not 
the one that exploded my fucking wife and transplanted her into a rabbit.  
 He fumbles the pass, of course, recoiling instead of catching. His face 
contorts and I think he's about to be sick. Good. I hope he barfs all over the 
fucking things. 
 "It's not my problem. It's not even Hettie's problem. She's missing an eye, 
and you've got the nuts to ask her for two? Fuck you." 
 Emilio glances at Hettie, but she doesn't swoop in to defend him. She 
leans on her shovel and shrugs. Also good. I like yelling at Emilio. He's got a 
good seven or eight inches on me, but he cowers like I'm tall enough to get in 
his face anyway. It'd be more satisfying if he had some fight in him, but I'm used 
to this level of resistance. 
 "I'm sorry," he says. I can't tell if his voice is quiet or if it just sounds quiet 
because I've been yelling. "You're right. I made a terrible mess for us all." 
 "No fucking kidding," I say. That does get me a tsk from Hettie. 
 But, whoops, joke's on us: The beam of a flashlight flicks over the hill. 
Hettie sees it first. She drops the shovel, grabs Emilio, and ducks behind the 
tree. I just stay where I am. It doesn't matter. 




 Hettie does, judging by the way she scrubs her hands over her face. 
Probably one of her coworkers. She waves me over, mouthing something in the 
dark but I can't make out what. 
 I shake my head. Emilio never got around to grabbing the eyes, so I pick 
them up by the nerves and kick the glasses case into the grave. "You take 
Spineless the Great and get out of here. I'll handle this." 
 "What? No, come on," she says. But then, after a beat: "Are you sure?" 
 The guy already sees me, so yeah, I'm sure. I hear her and Emilio run off 
down the path as I walk toward the flashlight to introduce myself. 
 "Hey there," I say. "You the groundskeeper?" 
 Turns out it's just some kid, probably about Hettie's age, but half as 
confident. He's wearing a Hollowend Park Cemetery uniform. He shines his light 
at Christa's grave. 
 "You're trespassing," he says. I get the feeling he wasn't expecting me to 
come say hi. 
 I might be able to con this kid without any magic, but I fire it up anyway. 
I'm tired. "Nah, not me." I hand him my credentials, which is an empty Starbucks 
gift card with "HARLAN HALLIDAY, PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR" written across it 
in black marker. 
 His face goes blank for a moment as he believes me. He returns the card, 




 "Yikes," he says, leaning over the grave. "You could've come by in the 
AM, you know. The day shift folks would've dug her up for you. You looking 
for that Widowmaker fellow?" 
 "Don't call me that. Him. Don't call him that," I say. I'm going to axe the 
reporter that coined that shitty press moniker, I swear to God. "Anyway, I 
didn't dig her up. Her family hired me to bust the graverobbing vandals that did 
this."  
 The cover doesn't make sense, and that shouldn't matter, but Greg 
squints at me. I must not have given it enough juice. Or he's distracted by the 
eyeball bola in my hand. I hide it behind my back and try again: "Look, I've got 
everything I need here. Like, evidence and shit. Thanks for your help, Greg. I'll 
let her parents know you were an invaluable part of this investigation."  
 That gets a smile out of him. "I'm just doing my job, is all. Happy to help." 
 "Cool. In that case, I'm gonna jet. Could you do me a favor and fill in the 
grave? Seems kind of disrespectful, leaving her on display like that. Can you 
do that for me?" 
 "Oh, sure thing. No problem at all." He picks up one of the shovels. Hettie 
borrowed them from the cemetery's tool shed anyway. "You tell that girl's 
family I said sorry for their loss and such, hey?" 




 He dumps a heavy load of dirt into the hole. I'm not sure he remembered 
to close the casket. "Here's hoping they catch the bastard that did this. You take 
care, now." 
 And boom, shit's taken care of. I leave my new pal Greg to deal with 
Christa and head off after Hettie and Emilio. I find Hettie waiting for me at the 
front gate. Emilio's gone. 
 "Yeah, I sent him home," she says as I walk up. "What'd you tell Greg? 
Did he call the cops?" 
 "I just told him who I am. Said Christa's family hired me to look into the 
murder." 
 She cocks an eyebrow. "And he bought it?" 
 "I'm very convincing. Hey, speaking of." I twirl the eyeballs around my 
finger. I'm coming around on the "body parts are yucky" thing. These are fun to 
play with. "How about you stop worrying about Emilio's bullshit and worry 
about your own eye problems." 
 "Shit, I wish." She starts down the sidewalk. She likes to walk and talk 
when she doesn't want to talk. "But, I mean, you saw him. Marisol has no hope 





 She's making a face at my new toy. I put the eyes in my pocket so I'll stop 
fiddling. I take them out again. I don't want dirt and eye goo in my jacket. I pass 
them to my other hand, where she can't see. 
 "That doesn't make it your problem. Hell, you really think Marisol would 
be down with all this? I say just leave her as a rabbit." 
 "We can't just leave her," she shoots back too quickly. "Don't be a dick." 
 "Far from it. I wouldn't want to live in some corpse. Just leave me dead." 
 "I'll keep that in mind for when someone inevitably murders you. You 
know, for being a dick." She's still watching the eyeballs, though she doesn't 
scold me again. "Um. What should we do with those?" 
 "We should chuck them in Emilio's mailbox, but I got a feeling you won't 
let me do that." I hold one up to examine more closely under a streetlight. I don't 
see why the color mattered. They're too cloudy to tell the difference. "I'll hold 
onto 'em. I have a freezer in my office." 
 "Really? Mr. 'It's Not My Problem' wants to help out now?" 
 I don't want to help Emilio. I want to help Hettie. "It's not like you can 
keep them at your place with Brianna floating around." 
 "Yeah, fair." She shrugs. That's another thing she says when she doesn't 
want to talk. This time, I won't ask. "Thanks, HH," she says, and knocks her 




 That's our version of a hug. I don't like people touching me, but I tolerate 
it from her, just sometimes. It's rare that I'll tolerate it from anyone. 
 I think about telling her the truth again tonight. I want to. I always want 
to. By the way, I'd say, I'm the one that killed Christa. I spent four hours in her 
kitchen teaching her to carve herself.  Is that okay? Can you tolerate that? 
 No, is what Hettie would say. She always says no, so I have to undo it 
with magic, and that bums me out. I don't like using magic on Hettie. Me talking 
about killing makes her forget about the moments like this where I'm a good 
friend. I'm a good friend. She tells me so as I unlock the door to my office. 
 She also says this: "Thanks, by the way. I'm sorry I got you roped into all 
of this." 
 "Me too," I say, but I don't mean it how she thinks I mean it. I mean it as in 
"I'm sorry I'm about to rope you into all of this." Because I'm going to tell her. It's 











 The sun is already up by the time I leave Harlan's office. How did that 
happen? We got to talking, but I swear I wasn't in there for that long. I guess 
all this illegal activity must be stressing me out more than I realized. 
 Brianna is waiting for me when I step through the front door. 
 "Hey, sugar," she says, though her arms are folded and her voice doesn't 
have its typical pep. "Where ya been?" 
 "Uh . . ." I don't want to tell her, but I don't really have a choice. I'm 
covered in dirt. I open my mouth to explain that I've just been out 
graverobbing, but then I remember I haven't told her about Marisol's situation 
yet, or that I landed a cleaning job that dealt with a ghost. A ghost just down 
the street, too. I wonder if Brianna's even heard about that yet—the ghosts in 
Hollowend like to play penpal with each other, seeing as none of them can ever 
meet up for real. It's like a knitting club, or something. But long distance. 
 So to fill Brianna in, I start at the beginning. Marisol's a rabbit, that girl is 
a ghost and her corpse is eyeless, but it's for a good cause. I make sure to 
stress that last part. 




 Brianna's hands do a slow raise to cover her open mouth as I regale her 
with the details of what I've been up to tonight, specifically. When I've caught 
her up on the full timeline, she shakes her head at me in disgust. 
 "Hettie, sweetie, that's a horrible thing you've done tonight. You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself." She motions toward me like the dirt is some great 
metaphor for my sins. 
 "She was already a ghost. It's not like she was using her eyes, anyway. 
We needed them for—" 
 "For Marisol?" She clamps her hands down on her hips. "They have 
people for that kind of thing, you know. Poor Emilio means well, but you 
should've just turned him over to the authorities. It ain't your place to go and do 
otherwise." 
 I roll my—my eye. Just the one. God, that's annoying. "The cops in this 
town have enough to worry about. This is why I didn't say anything to you in 
the first place. I knew you'd get like this." 
 "Like you don't have enough to worry on, either." Her voice is stern, but 
soft. She means well, but I'm really not in the mood for her coddling. "What 
about that eye of yours?" 
 I bristle. "What about it?" 
 "It don't seem to me like you're doing an awful lot to try and find the 




 Something about how she says that rubs me the wrong way. Maybe 
because I'm tired and filthy and I really just wanted to take a shower and go to 
bed, or maybe because I'm so, so sick of everyone getting on my case about 
my eye. I'm trying to help Marisol. Emilio, too. Since when is helping people a 
bad thing? 
 "It'd be a hell of a lot easier to find it if you'd let me into the basement." I 
brush past her to make my way into the bathroom. I close the door, but she 
follows, gliding through it. I hate ghosts. 
 "What the heck is that supposed to mean?" 
 I turn the shower on, hoping she'll take a hint. She doesn't. I stand there 
with my arms folded. She's seen me naked a hundred times, but I'm not giving 
her that today.  
 "We both know you took it." 
 She looks genuinely thrown for a loop. I bet she's been practicing her 
poker face. She reaches through the wall and switches off the shower. "You 
think that? What would I want your eyeball for?" 
 "Seriously?" She's answering me with more questions. That's lying 101 on 
crime shows. Detectives talk about that being a tell all the time. "I know this is 
some fucked up con to get me to sign another lease. At least do me the 




 Her eyebrows knit together. Because the bathroom is tiled, this is the one 
room in the house that hasn't been overtaken by her painting. Against the white 
walls, I can get a better look at her face than I usually can. It's strange, seeing 
her without the background noise of the walls. She looks more alive than 
ghostly. 
 "C'mon, sweetheart," she says, slipping back through the door. "I'll show 
you what I've got down in the basement." 
 Reluctantly, I follow her downstairs. 
 Spread across the long cinderblock basement wall is a half-finished 
mural. Though illustrating realism was never her strong suit, the colors are 
there—the coppery brown of her skin and the deep olive of mine, her hair 
black and frizzy and mine black and straight, the deep brown of my single eye 
(the other, it seems, is in the process of being painted over). No neon oranges 
or highlighter yellows. The brightest color in the picture is her pink lipstick 
turned up in a smile. 
 I see now how Harlan was so sure she hadn't stolen my eye, after all. 
Shit. Why didn't he just show me this? 
 "I'm sorry," I say, and I know it's not enough. 
 "Yeah, I know." She sighs, floating cross-legged next to me and frowning 




 "Wait, what?" Those sound like break-up words, and that can't be what 
she means, but my stomach drops anyway. I don't understand my gut reaction. 
It's not like I haven't been thinking about pulling the ripcord on this relationship 
myself. Hell, that's been the plan. Ride out the lease. One painting doesn't 
change that. 
 "You said it yourself. Maybe not with your words, but with your tone. 
You don't really want to stay here with me, do you?" She shrugs. "And, if I'm 
being honest, I just don't know how I feel about all this nonsense you've been 
getting up to lately, anyhow. I think that Harlan boy's a bad influence on you." 
 I frown. "What does he have to do with this? It's not like he held a gun to 
my head." 
 "Not like he had to. Honey, no offense, but you've always been a better 
girlfriend to him than to me. I don't take it personal or nothing. You and him just 
got a particular jive." 
 No offense. Yeah, right. "We're friends. Don't use him as an excuse." And 
then it clicks. "You're jealous." 
 "That you can up and leave this little hole? You bet I am." She huffs. "But 
what's done is done. We ain't an item no more, so you tell that old wench 
Gilmoor to set me up with someone nice for a change and we'll be square." 




 I trudge back upstairs and take a shower that should be more satisfying 
than it is. I'm half-expecting Brianna to be waiting for me when I'm finished, 
teary-eyed and sputtering apologies to patch things up, but the house is quiet. 




6. HARLAN GOES OUT OF HIS WAY TO DO EVERYONE A FAVOR AND IT 





 I'm cutting up Diana with a hacksaw. I've got her arms in the duffel bag 
already and now it's just me and this stupid leg and maybe her head later but 
I'm not sure if I should remove that or just leave it. She might not fit in the bag 
as-is but I'm worried about fucking up her neck. The integrity of all that sinew is 
already compromised. My bad. 
 Anyway, so girl has some thick-ass thighs. It takes me a sec to find the 
spot between bones, but then I do, and I lean into it, and my phone buzzes. For 
fuck's sake. 
 Hettie's like, Hey, where are you? 
 working. why? 
 Her response doesn't come for another minute or so.  
 Where? 
 Not sure I like where this is going, maybe because I don't know where 
this is going. I can't read her tone. Does she actually sound suspicious or am I 
doubting myself? Pretty sure I scrubbed her memory well enough after the 
graverobbing. There's no reason that wouldn't have worked. She trusts me. 
 crescent st. was interviewing some chick but shit went 




 Four minutes pass this time. Goddammit, I'm tired. I need to sleep and I've 
still gotta haul this mess down to Emilio's. That's two duffel bags worth of body. 
She's heavy. 
 Are you inside a house? 
 What? I don't know how to answer that. I don't want to lie but even P.I.s 
don't get a pass for breaking and entering. She texts me again before I have to 
answer. 
 Is there a poster on the wall? It's got a close-up of 
a girl holding an umbrella and there's a dinosaur in the 
background. 
 I look at the wall. There's a poster with a close-up of a girl holding an 
umbrella. I stand up. 
 Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. I pull the curtain on the window. Yeah, okay, 
should've done that earlier, mistakes were made, get off my dick. But this is a 
second floor apartment. There aren't any nanny cams or whatever. Those have 
screwed me before and I'm careful now. And obviously Hettie's not sitting in the 
goddamn room with me, so what the fuck? 
 My magic doesn't work so well over texts and I don't have any juice left 
anyway. I have this feeling like lying might make it worse. I want her to trust 
me. 




 how do you know that? 
 Did you kill the person in he door 
 Fuck this. I call her. She doesn't answer and I hang up after three rings 
because I'm out of patience.  
 where are you? how are you seeing this? 
 I don't ant to 
 I call her again. One ring and then voicemail. Christ.  
 look if youd pick up the phone we could talk. where 
are you? 
 I think i can see from my eye. 
 wtf does that mean? 
 I wait. I dig my fingers into my thigh. I can't stand still when I'm scared so 
I check the windows again, check the bookshelf and the cabinets for cameras. I 
call her. Straight to voicemail. 
 listen im helping marisol. shes your friend. its like 
the thing in the cemetery.  
 hettie cmon can we talk? 
 im not gonna hurt you. dont be scared of me. 
 please. 
 Seventeen minutes and nothing. I'm fucked. I've never learned to handle 




talk. This is on her. She should want to listen because we're friends. We're 
friends and she should listen to me. 
 I punch the bookshelf because there's nothing alive in the room for me to 
hurt. I'm tempted to go pick off a neighbor but I'm too tired for this shit. One of 
the shelves collapses. I don't hit it a second time because my knuckles are 
bleeding and that's better. I twist my thumbnail into the blood and carve out a 
seam between my index and middle fingers. That's better. 
 I lean against the bookshelf. The wood frame rocks against the wall and 
something rolls and bounces off of my shoulder. I pick it up and it's wet like how 
skin can tell the difference between sweat and water just because one came 
out of a body and one didn't. 
 It's an eyeball, and it's brown, and it's looking at me. 
 
 I got naked with somebody once. I don't know how I did that. I don't think 
I could do it again. Hettie doesn't ever remember that I kill people. I want her 
to. If she really saw all of that through her eye, she'll remember now whether I 
want her to or not. 
 He remembered. James. The guy I got naked with. That was cheating 
because he told me about himself first. There was no dramatic late-night "I kill 
people" reveal because he knew me as a murderer before he knew me as a 




 The cops found him out because a mudslide dumped all his bodies into a 
campground. I would've paid money to see that, like some Boy Scout troop 
crawling out of their tents all ready for a hiking adventure just to slosh through 
a sea of arms and torsos and shit. I liked his style. 
 I left him love letters in his hunting grounds, down on Nevada by I-25 
where all the prostitutes hang out. My whole private investigator schtick? 
Yeah, it's an excuse to get in with the police and to follow people around 
before I kill them. It's a joke. It's funny. I'm total fucking garbage at actual 
sleuthing. I knew the Cheyenne Strangler from the news. I spraypainted my 
number in alleyways and told his potential victims to have him call me. "Hey 
sexy, let's party, xoxoxo HH." 
 Didn't work. 
 We met in a holding cell after he got greedy and tried to abduct an 
undercover cop. Stupid, but my ass has gotten arrested for stupider. More than 
once, I've gone too hard with the torture head games and passed out before I 
could bail. There's nothing more embarrassing than getting caught because I'm 
napping in a puddle of blood. That shit's itchy, too, and it's not like they give 
you showers in jail. 
 Right right, yeah, so he was in jail this time. I let him rot for a couple 
days—fuck him for not hitting me back, you know? Jail sucks, especially when 




showed up expecting to be the motherfucking Messiah, like "'Sup, bitch, you 
gonna beg for it?" and he's like, "And who are you, exactly?" 
 Your murderer, that's who.  
 Cutting him loose was cake, even easier than getting myself out. I talked 
one of the detectives into shredding the case files for me, and I was already in 
good with the coroner. Got her to misplace the pieces parts from the mudslide. 
Specifically, I had her scattershot them through Europe. Apparently, you can 
just fucking FedEx body parts around as long as you have the right paperwork. 
 I know that's why he kept me around. My magic. I never used it on him. 
His kill count went from 23 to 38 in the 8 months we were a thing. We did 
some together. I thought I would be into having him watch. The first time, I was. 
The first time he watched me work was also the first time we fucked. Jon 
Mathis. I had him practice knots with his intestines and I fucked James on his 
couch afterward. I don't know how I did that. 
 He tried to rush me later. James. I stopped bringing him because he was 
there for the sex and I could give a shit about the sex. I shouldn't have fucked 
him on Jon Mathis' couch. That was too far. I have standards. I don't dismember 
people. That's one. It's degrading and I'm lazy. James was all about the 
aftermath, the cleanup. 
 Hettie's got the cleanup down. I bet she would make a good killer. I bet 




admirable. She doesn't need me and that's what I need, I think. Space between 
our something in common. I want to make pancakes for her when the sun comes 
up. I want to tell her about the sick shit I did to Jon Mathis while we play Mario 
Kart. I want her to bitch about her controller's busted joystick and make me 
promise to keep my work knives out of the kitchen. 
 She asked me about James once, back when I first moved here and was 
still laying the groundwork for unraveling my murder investigations down the 
road. I made friends with her because of the crime scene cleaner thing. I never 
had to fake liking her, though. How we met doesn't matter because we're real 
friends now but since I'm thinking about it, we were at that yearly picnic thing 
the police department does every year. The one down by the lake.  
 I baited her. I knew she liked Motion City Soundtrack, so I wore a shirt. I 
didn't like Motion City Soundtrack. They've grown on me. We talked about how 
she'd just graduated and I'd just come from Colorado Springs. 
 "Oh, damn," she said. "Were you there when those two serial killers 
were running amok at the same time?" 
 I gave her a look because James was still an open wound. "You know 
about that?" 
 "I thought everyone did. It's not like that happens every day. Serial killers 




 "Not always." I'd done my best to keep all that shit out of the news, but 
my damage control only goes so far. I almost ditched her then and there. 
 "That must've been cool," she said, and almost dropped her beer. We 
both like the dark stuff. "Wow, sorry. I mean it sounds scary, but, I don't know, 
kind of interesting, maybe. Is that weird?" 
 So I stayed. We sat on the rocks and she told me about the mistakes the 
Cheyenne Strangler made. "We talked about him in one of my forensics classes. 
I can't remember what happened to the guy, though. I thought they caught him 
but I can't find anything online." 
 "I think he died." 
 "Really?" She scrolls through a search page on her phone. "What about 
the other one? The, uh . . . Did he have a name?" 





7. HARLAN GOES TO THE BREAK WALL TO MAKE UP FOR SCARING HETTIE 





 "I'm going to pick someone out for you," James had said. He wanted to 
go to a museum so we drove up to Denver for the day. We were leaned over 
this pit of skeletons all held together by mud from Pompeii. I counted 13 bodies, 
but I'm not so good with bones. James wasn't talking about bones. 
 "That's not how I play," I said. This was after Jon Mathis but before he 
made me hack up a body. "I don't take requests." 
 "Do it for me." He nudged my shoulder like he was allowed to do that. He 
touched me more after I told him that contact with other people feels like when 
your teeth rub together wrong. 
 I said okay and we turned to lean against the banister and he hugged his 
arm around me. I pressed my back against the placard and tried to read about 
Pompeii through the indent of letters in my jacket. He stretched toward a family 
getting handsy with a mineral sample. 
 "Mom or Dad?" Neither looked interesting and I don't like killing parents 
with young kids, especially multiple young kids. Using magic on kids feels like 





 James said, "Stegosaurus backpack," and we were together for three 
months after that, but that was the moment I knew we would be done soon. The 
littler one had the backpack and I didn't want to know his name but his name 
was Timothy. I don't know what his parents called him. 
 James said, "I thought you liked a challenge," and "Fine, I'll pick a little girl 
instead," and I didn't talk to him on the drive home. The drive home took 106 
minutes. 
 He called me that night after the sun went down and twice when it came 
back up again. I watched my phone vibrate on the bathroom floor all three 
times. I didn't answer. I was proud of myself because I had self control. I don't 
know when Timothy died, but I know James, so I think it was between the 
second and third calls. He texted me after the third call. He sent me a Christmas 
tree emoji. 
 Outside, I found a basket done up in that thick, laminated kind of 
wrapping paper. It left a rusty stain on my porch when I picked it up. 
 They called James the Cheyenne Strangler, but he didn't strangle people. 
He used a wire. I liked him because he had the muscle to dislocate vertebrae 
and leave pretty red arcs at his crime scenes. I didn't like that he dismembered 
bodies. He touched me more after I asked him not to, but he listened when I 




but he didn't need to cover his tracks anymore. No more scattering limbs in the 
mountains. Instead, he had me. 
 I drop the last of the body over the break wall. Her name was Diana. 
The waves are choppy this time of year. One of her arms is stuck in the ice on 
the rocks. That arm could have had life in it again, or whatever version of life 
we were going to give Marisol. I don't want Hettie mopping up what she saw, 
and she would have to if I gave these pieces to Emilio, anyway. Emilio would 
call the police. Even I thought about calling the police when I found what James 
left me three years ago. 
 I have Hettie's eye in my pocket where it's safe. There isn't a crime scene 
for her to clean up because I cleaned up after myself this time. Diana is chunks 






8. HARLAN SPENDS THREE DAYS WAITING FOR THE POLICE TO SHOW UP 
BECAUSE HETTIE WON'T TALK TO HIM WHICH MEANS THE POLICE ARE 





 My phone rumbling on the coffee table jolts me awake.  
 For a second I'm like, fucking finally, thinking it's cops kicking in my door. 
They like that move. It's unnecessary. Putting up a fight means they will 
manhandle me. I'm good at being arrested. Compliance means I can charm my 
way out of all charges in one hour instead of two. Arresting me is not effective. 
Arresting me is inconvenient for everyone. I wish they would hurry up and 
arrest me. I don't do well in limbo. I sleep in my clothes and in half hour 
increments. I'm bored because I stashed the shit I care about—my tools, my 
guitar, my Xbox—with the elderly couple that lives below me. The Caldwells. 
Showering turns into a fucked up endurance game: How long can I handle the 
urge to claw my skin off before I'm willing to risk the cops showing up while I'm 
naked with my dick in my hand. I wonder about the protocol for that. Do they 
let you finish, or what? I know they found two-thirds of Robin's body on the 
beach because the Caldwells told me so when I caved and went back for my 
guitar. They haven't identified her. They haven't found the crime scene. They 
haven't found the plastic sheet smattered with blood that I hid in my neighbor's 




outside since then. I'll end up at Hettie's house if I do. I keep her eye in a travel 
mug so the light won't bother her. I want to look at it, but I don't think she wants 
to look at me. I leave it in the mug. I take it down to the Caldwells when I stash 
my guitar again. I do this while they're asleep so I can check the tiles in their 
kitchen because I suspect it has more tiles than my kitchen. I'm correct. I scrub 
burnt pasta sauce off of their stove. I'm trying to keep my hands busy so I'll 
leave my legs alone. I've run out of things to clean at my place. Lately I've been 
thinking about decomposition. I've ruined three pairs of jeans with bloodstains 
from the inside. Christa was the only one of mine whose aftermath I got to see. 
I saw James too but only after he was up and moving again. Death didn't 
change him much but he was never that alive to begin with. I want to know 
what I would look like as a corpse. I rearrange for max counter space and I 
find a pair of kitchen shears. I need to test if they can cut through bone. If 
they're made to break down a chicken, they should win against a finger. I need 
to know what a part of me looks like when it rots. I hear Mrs. Caldwell sigh in 
her sleep. I think of my mother. I drop the shears into the drawer. I don't want 
to get blood on the counter. I think this is healthy. I organize the bookshelf 
alphabetically by title because last time I organized it by the number of letters 
in each author's first name subtracted by the number of letters in the author's 
last name and the Caldwells found that system confusing. 




 Can I have my eye back? 
 This is not an appropriate response to the 47 texts I have sent her since 
her last text.  
 can we talk? ill meet you somewhere. in public if you 
want. ill bring it. 
 Are you home? I'll be over in 10. Buy me pizza. 
 My knuckles are bleeding. I buy her pizza. I go downstairs to collect my 





9. HETTIE ASKS HARLAN WHY HE DOES WHAT HE DOES AND HE COULD 
TALK ABOUT THAT TIME WITH THE RABBIT, THE ONE HE CAUGHT IN THE 
GARDEN AND HELD TO THE GRASS WITH HIS KNEE WHILE HE JABBED IT 
WITH A TROWEL FROM THE SHED THAT HE HAD TO CLIMB UP A SHELF TO 
REACH, THE ONE THAT BROUGHT COYOTES SNIFFING FOR DAYS UNTIL HE 
BURIED IT IN THE WOODS BEHIND THEIR HOUSE WHERE HE WOULD, SEVEN 
YEARS LATER, DIG THE GRAVE TO HIDE HIS MOTHER'S BODY; OR HE COULD 
TALK ABOUT THE SCARF HE KEEPS UNDER HIS MATTRESS THAT STILL SMELLS 
LIKE HER SWEAT AND WARM PENNIES AND THE HONEY LAVENDER OF HER 
LOTION FROM THE CROOK OF HER NECK WHERE HE LEARNED TO BE 
AFRAID OF BARE SKIN ON HIS SKIN BECAUSE IT FELT GOOD BUT HE KNEW, 
EVEN THEN, THAT THESE SOUNDS IN HIS EAR ARE NOT THE TYPE OF 
SOUNDS THAT MOTHERS SHOULD MAKE BECAUSE OF THEIR SONS; OR HE 
COULD TALK ABOUT THE WET SNAP OF HER CORPSE ON CONCRETE IN THE 
GARAGE WHEN HE CUT HER DOWN WITH A UTILITY KNIFE STILL COATED 
IN HIS BLOOD; OR HE COULD REVEAL THE PRECISE COMBINATION OF 
WORDS THAT MADE HER TIE THE EXTENSION CORD AROUND HER NECK; 
OR HE COULD SAY THAT, REALLY, HIS NAME IS DAVID, BUT PLEASE NEVER 





 "I don't know," he says. "Why are you the way that you are?" 
 I frown and wring my hands in my lap. I thought I would be afraid to be 
alone with him, but I'm not. It's not different. It should be different, right? "That's 
. . . I mean, I don't . . . I'm normal." 
 He tilts his head like he's waiting for me to elaborate. I've done most of 
the talking today, which is different from how our talks usually go. If anything, 
my learning about his killing—serial killing, he made a point to stress that—has 
made him gentler. Maybe because he's waiting for me to realize I'm afraid of 




at his jeans a lot, which I've caught him doing when he's anxious though he'll 
deny it if I point it out. 
 He's answered all of my questions as best as he can. He walked me, step 
by step, through his process. He told me how he picks his victims, though he 
doesn't call them victims, I've noticed. He told me what he does to them, what 
he has them do to themselves, how he kills them when they decide that they 
don't want to play anymore. He told me how he's been at this for almost twenty 
years without getting caught, and part of that answer was that he has been 
caught, many times, but it never sticks, which is why there's no point in me 
going to the police. He didn't tell me that last part—I figured that out on my 
own. I think not going to the police makes me a bad person anyway, but it's not 
like it'll make a difference. 
 This question, though. The "why?" is harder for him to pin down, but it's 
the answer I want most. 
 "Look, I'm trying to come to terms with this, here. Help me understand. 
How is killing people something you think is okay?" 
 "I don't think it's okay. I do it anyway." 
 I roll my eyes. Both of them are back in my head now, but the one isn't 
actually attached and it sort of veers backward with the momentum. I pull the 




 "That doesn't make sense," I say. "You're supposed to, like, I don't know, 
try to get me on your side, here. You're supposed to explain yourself, or 
something." 
 "Hettie," he says. Hearing my name in his voice is so foreign that I snap to 
attention like I'm about to be in trouble even though his tone is as soothing as it 
could be. "I told you that I've killed 173 people, and I don't plan on stopping. 
Yet you're still sitting on my couch. The fuck else could I possibly say?" 
 I try to imagine what 173 people looks like. I don't think they would fit in 
this apartment. Harlan's the one that's good with numbers, not me. I can't 
visualize 173 of anything. 
 But the neat part about having an eye like this is that I can witness my 
face in real time as he talks. 173 people, and all I'm thinking about is how I 
don't like how my nose looks from this angle. 
 "Okay. You're right. I'm still here, so what have you got to lose?" 
 He frowns. "What?" 
 "You've given me the gruesome details already. The numbers and the 
method and stuff. Which, by the way, was mostly stuff I knew. I've been 
cleaning up your crime scenes for the past three years, remember?" 
 That's a weird sentence to say out loud. The Widowmaker and Harlan 




around. Judging by Harlan's timeline, I've known the Widowmaker longer than 
I've known him. 
 Cleaning up crime scenes is intimate work. You'd think I'd learn more 
about the victims than the killer, given that I'm rooting around in their houses, 
but it's easier to be curious about the killer than to be sad about the victims. 
Harlan's made it easy on me, too—thanks to him, most of my clean-ups have 
been for college kids or adults with few meaningful relationships, if any. That 
means I don't have to look families in the eye when I show up to scrub blood off 
of their floors.  
 Without that distraction, I get to see details that no one else does. I get 
to be objective. I know, for example, that Harlan is telling the truth when he 
says he waits until his victims ask for it. I saw him wait with Diana, but I can tell 
by the way the blood pools that none of them fight. They don't even fight when 
they realize he's in the house, since I never have to clean up signs of a struggle. 
I can tell from the lack of spatter that what he does is driven by curiosity as 
opposed to rage and a need for brutality. It's violent, sure, but he's slow and 
careful. He said that his victims go along with his requests because of his magic, 
and I believe him because no one would willingly volunteer that much blood if 
they could actually feel the pain. 
 He cares about his victims. He has to. That doesn't make it okay, he's 




 "I know you better than you think I do," I say. "I already know the hard 
facts, so now I want to know what's going on in your head." 
 With the eye in my hand, I watch his fingers drum against his thigh. That's 
nothing new, but now that I don't have to worry about him catching me looking, 
I notice the small, dark splotch above his knee. I can spot blood from a mile 
away at this point. I'd chalk it up to leftovers from a kill, but it looks too fresh. It 
looks like it might still be wet, even. 
 I'm not sure what to make of that. 
 "If you're looking for some easy, sum-up answer that'll make everything 
click for you, that's not gonna happen," he says. "I know something's wrong with 
me, but only because everyone else says so. I don't know which parts aren't 
normal." 
 "So tell me what's normal for you, then. What do you, um . . . What do 
you like about killing people?" Another weird sentence. Though, maybe it says 
more about me than him that that sentence only registers as "weird". 
 "It's not the killing, not really. I kill them after because it's easier to clean 
up. They don't want to live with that shit afterward." 
 I let that hang in the air for a moment. That does register as more than 




 He shrugs, though I can tell from the methodical way he rubs his knuckles 
up and down his leg that he's thinking about it, even if it's uncomfortable. I'm not 
about to back off just because he's uncomfortable. 
 "Fuck, I don't know. It feels good?" He won't look at me. 
 "You don't spend hours torturing someone just because it feels good, 
Harlan." I mean that generally, but that doesn't fit him specifically, either. "Unless 
you mean, um." 
 "Christ." He growls and retreats further away from me, leaning back 
against the arm of the couch. "There's more to it than that. It's complicated. I'm 
not fucking using them." 
 "Yeah, though, you kind of are, even if it's complicated." 
 I wait for him to argue with me, but he doesn't. He just folds his arms. It's 
odd, seeing him basically pouting because I've called him out on murder being a 
sex thing. 
 He doesn't rape his victims, though. There's never been any report of 
that, not of anything even close. I hold onto that fact. It could be worse, way 
worse. 
 I have another theory, and I'm hesitant to bring it up, but I know I need to 




 For a split second, I'm worried he won't pick up on what I'm getting at, 
but the glare he shoots me is almost immediate. That's enough of an answer for 
me. 
 "I don't use them. I don't. It's . . ." He trails off, and it takes him some time 
to conjure up the word he's looking for. "Symbiotic." 
 I don't know what description I was expecting, but it wasn't that. 
 I try to keep my voice as gentle as possible. "You can't mean that. They 
end up dead." 
 He shakes his head, more like he's disappointed in me than anything else. 
I don't get it. This is the same guy who was spouting "I know it's bad and I do it 
anyway" less than five minutes ago. 
 "No. No, they do," he says. "But everything we have before that, it's 
good." 
 "Good? How can it be good for them, exactly?" 
 He does look at me now. His hand drops back to the bloodstain on his 
thigh. "Because they get to feel what it's like." 
 I close my eyes to think, but I can still see out of the one in my lap. I point 
it so that I can just barely catch his face in my peripheral. The positioning isn't 
quite right, but it's as close as I can get to what his victims must see when he 
leans over them with his hatchet. Their final moments. I try to imagine what that 




 But then again, maybe I can get close. He's watching me like nothing else 
is more important in this moment than my reaction. Like he loves me, if in his 
own way. Despite everything, I'm not scared of him because of this, even 
though I should be, but I do feel my chest tighten as he leans forward. I'm not 
scared, but the wrongness of him clings like how I can smell death for days 





10. HETTIE ATTEMPTS TO RECONCILE HARLAN WITH THE WIDOWMAKER 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com>  
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 9:07 AM 
subject: Agreement 
 
 Harlan is allowed to do what he does if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol 
 
 he doesn't do anything to our friends 
 
 I don't have to know about it 
 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 




from: John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 9:14 AM 
subject: i fucking hate bureaucracy but ok 
 
lmao. girl i got edits. 
 
btw i didnt realize id be signing a contract when i said we 
could compromise. whats wrong with hashing this out like 
adults? 
 
normal adults i mean. not with like treatises and shit. 
 
Harlan is allowed to do what he does if* and Hettie can 
stay friends if: 
 
 he helps collect body parts for Marisol's new body 
(which is composed of dead bodies) 
 






 I don't have to know about it he doesn't tell hettie 
the specifics but he still gets to be open about it 
because thats the whole fucking point, Reyes. 
 
* "allowed" wtf? 
 








from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 9:27 AM 
subject: Agreement 
 
Since you're screening my calls, can we just meet up after 
I'm off work? Or you could stop by the cemetery. Either 
way, I'm here until 3. I'd rather talk about this in 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 







from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 9:32 AM 
subject: Agreement 
 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 





from: John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 9:34 AM 
subject: Re: Agreement 
 
lmfao. in what fucking world? you know it doesnt matter 
anyway right? 
 
WHATS UP FBI. I MURDER PEOPLE. 
 
agree to my terms reyes. chop chop. were doin this over 
email now since youre suddenly allergic to it. 
 
i promise youre safe tho. if the cops come after you ill 









from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com>  
to:  John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 9:59 AM 
subject: Agreement 
 
Fine, but I have some edits of my own. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still do his 
thing* if: 
 
 he helps collect body parts for Marisol's new body 
(which is composed of dead recycled** bodies, but 
it's for a good cause) 
 
 he doesn't murder and/or maim hurt their friends (or 
Hettie) 
 
 he doesn't tell hHettie the specifics but he still 
gets to be open about it because thats the whole 
fucking point, Reyes. anything about what he does 





* Just to be extra clear, you're drafting up a digital 
record of your admission. It's not me I'm worried about. 




*** Can we take this one step at a time, please? I'm 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 





from: John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com>  
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 10:08 AM 
subject: MURDER Agreement 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still do his 
thing kill people* if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled bodies, but it's for a good 
cause100% free-range hormone-free recycled (dead) 
flesh) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends (or Hettie)** 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie anything about what he does 
the details but hes not going to lie about shit 
anymore. (this agreement is subject to later 
amendments but such amendments must be ratified by 
mayor pizza before they are writ into official 





* sure. fine. this is an admission of guilt. i kill people. 
call a duck a duck. if the fbi comes knockin ill handle it. 
wouldnt be the first time. its kinda fun actually. 
 





Chancellor of HH/HRA relations 
(906) che-eese 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com>  
to:  John Frusciante <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 10:22 AM 
subject: Agreement 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (100% 
freerange hormonefree recycled (dead) flesh which is 
composed of recycled bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie* or himself  
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but hes not going 
to lie about shit anymore. he doesn't have to go out 
of his way to hide it from her (this agreement is 
subject to later amendments but such amendments must 
be ratified by mayor pizza before they are writ into 
official decree here here if such amendments are 
approved by both parties**) 
 





* If it goes without saying, you should have no problem 
agreeing to it. 
 
** Mayor Pizza is your Skyrim character. While we're at it, 
what the hell is up with this "John Frusciante" email? I 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: darth vader <hh@gmail.com>  
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 10:29 AM 
subject: dark side proposal 
 
first of all you will show john frusciante some fucking 
respect. wtf? and you call yourself a fuckin guitar player. 
guitarist? whatever. point is the red hot chili peppers 
deserve better. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie or himself 
and will do whatever the fuck he wants to do to 
himself. 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he doesn't 
have to go out of his way to hide it from her he 
will be upfront about it (this agreement is subject 




by both parties hettie and hh) 
 
 he doesn't lie to Hettie (which he never did anyway 
(except about the murderer thing and he maintains 
that was for her benefit so that doesnt count)) 
 
im taking this very seriously. youre the one writin this 
shit like were signing a fucking prenup. 
 
for real tho. back off. you can play hettie esq. with the 
shit thats relevant to serial killing but you dont get to 
march in and start making demands about how i live my life. 





666 force choke st., death star, a galaxy far far away 
(906) STH-LORD 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com>  
to:  darth vader <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 13, 2017 at 11:17 AM 
subject: Agreement 
 
You're getting off topic, here. Can we focus? 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie and will do 
whatever the fuck he wants to do to himself. he will 
work toward finding better coping strategies* 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he will be 
upfront about it (this agreement is subject to later 
amendments if such amendments are approved by both 
hettie Hettie and hh Harlan) 
 
 he doesn't continues to not** lie to Hettie (which 




and he maintains that was for her benefit so that 
doesnt count)) 
 
* You get an adjustment period too, how about that? 
 
** Better? Btw, stop putting parentheses inside of 
parentheses. 
 
You agreed to do this. I'm the one literally letting you 
get away with murder. I want to make sure we're clear. 
 
I know it's not my business, but it's not healthy. You 
really don't think hurting yourself has anything to do with 





Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 




from: fine <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 3:54 AM 
subject: (no subject) 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie and he will 
work toward finding better coping strategies 
 
 hettie will either 1. get her own "unhealthy coping 
strategies" in check before she polices him on this 
shit or 2. get off his fucking dick. 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he will be 
upfront about it (this agreement is subject to later 
amendments if such amendments are approved by both 





 he continues to not lie to Hettie (about anything 
(starting now (#nofilter (youre an alcoholic (i want 
to make sure were clear)))))))))))))) 
 
no. it cant. 
 









from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  fine <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 4:26 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: (no subject) 
 
Knock it off. I got your edits the first time. I'll look at 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
 





from: fine <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 4:28 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: (no subject) 
 
o my bad.  
 
real quick which option did you want to go with? getting 
your drinking in check or leaving me the fuck alone? ill 




xoxoxo your bff. 
 






from: fine <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 4:33 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: (no subject) 
 












xoxoxo your bff. 
 





from: fine <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 4:43 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: (no   
  subject) 
 
hey i noticed that your phone is goin straight to 
voicemail. you should check your battery. 
 
or wait are you ignoring me on purpose? o. i get it. youre 
goin with the "leave me the fuck alone" option. ok ill edit 
that in. ty. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 hettie will either 1. get her own "unhealthy coping 
strategies" in check before she polices him on this 




harlan has made it this far without her 
micromanaging ergo shes going to trust him to handle 
his own shit. 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he will be 
upfront about it (this agreement is subject to later 
amendments if such amendments are approved by both 
Hettie and Harlan) 
 
 he continues to not lie to Hettie (about anything 
(starting now (#nofilter (youre an alcoholic (i want 




xoxoxo your bff. 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  fine <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 6:07 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: (no  
  subject) 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 hettie will recognize that harlan has made it this 
far without her micromanaging ergo shes going to 
trust him to handle his own shit. 
 
 both of them will work on their issues in tandem 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he will be 
upfront about it (this agreement is subject to later 




Hettie and Harlan) 
 
 he continues to not lie doesn't lie to Hettie (about 
anything (starting now (#nofilter (youre an 
alcoholic (i want to make sure were 
clear)))))))))))))) (which she never questioned 
until she found out he was a fucking serial killer) 
 





Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
 





from: fine <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 6:11 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re:  
  (no subject) 
 
o good. youre up. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 both of them will work on their issues in tandem 
hettie agrees to drop it because im not budging on 
this one. 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he will be 
upfront about it (this agreement is subject to later 




Hettie and Harlan) 
 
 he doesn't lie to Hettie (which she never questioned 
until she found out he was a fucking serial killer) 
he continues to not lie to her 
 
 she understands that not telling her about being a 
fucking serial killer was for her own good and its 
not like she wouldve been friends with him in the 
first place if she knew that shit going in 
 
 he agrees to grow up and knock it off with the 
editing tantrums he will act like an adult when she 
decides to treat him like an adult instead of 




xoxoxo your bff. 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com>  
to:  fine <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 6:16 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re:  
  Re: (no subject) 
 
Come on, can we sleep on this? How long have you been 





Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
 





from: fine <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 6:18 AM 
subject: no 
 
you ever heard the phrase dont go to bed angry? 
 




xoxoxo your bff. 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  fine <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 6:21 AM 
subject: Re: no 
 
Try. Put on Star Trek. I've never seen you make it through 
an episode without passing out. 
 
I'm turning off my phone again. I'll take a look at your 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 8:01 AM 
subject: Re: Re: no 
 
ok its morning. wheres my draft??? 
 
nevermind. i have a new version for you anyway. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 hettie agrees to drop it because im not budging on 
this one. 
 
 he doesn't tell Hettie the details but he will be 
upfront about it (this agreement is subject to later 




Hettie and Harlan) 
 
 he continues to not lie to her 
 
 she understands that not telling her about being a 
fucking serial killer was for her own good and its 
not like she wouldve been friends with him in the 
first place if she knew that shit going in* 
 
 he will act like an adult when she decides to treat 
him like an adult instead of telling him what he can 
and cant do to himself 
 
* see ive been thinkin about this whole section right here. 
the one about lying and not lying and all that. its setting 
up an unfair double standard if im supposed to keep the 
details of my killing under wraps but also im not supposed 
to lie to you at all but also youre busting my balls over 
lying about killing in the first place. which is it?  
 
do you want the truth or not? because its gonna happen 





if you stayin in denial is the only way this is gonna work 









from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 11:17 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: no 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 hettie agrees to drop it because im not budging on 
this one. they both agree to table this discussion 
for later, as it's still important but maybe 
shouldn't be part of this particular arrangement 
 
 he will act like an adult when she decides to treat 
him like an adult instead of telling him what he can 





 they don't lie to each other but he will ask before 
dumping murder details in her lap because she won't 
always be in the mood to hear about it 
 
I'm going to be busy today. We just had a revival and I 
need to get her set up with the rehab director. 
 
I.E. I can't be emailing you every five minutes. Don't 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 11:28 AM 
subject: Question that I'm purposely asking in a different 
  email 
 
To be clear, this has nothing to do with the agreement. 
 
So you said it's going to happen regardless of what you 
tell me about it. I'm not in denial. I know that, and I've 
accepted it.  
 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 







from: Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 14, 2017 at 12:22 PM 
subject: two birds one stone because one email chain is  
  enough 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people HE CAN STILL KILL PEOPLE if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
  they both agree to table this discussion for later, 
as it's still important but maybe shouldn't be part 
of this particular arrangement she stops including 
it in the agreement if its not part of the agreement 
 
 they don't lie to each other but he will ask before 
dumping murder details in her lap because she won't 
always be in the mood to hear about it employ a 




knows how fucking conversations work 
 
 she doesn't ask him to stop ever again. why are we 
even doing this if youre suddenly gonna drop that 
shit this far into negotiations? just fucking call 
the cops if you have a problem with me being a 
killer. i thought you were cool with this. you said 
you were. you need to tell me if youre not. dont 
jerk me around like with your girlfriend. you havent 
accepted shit. youre in denial about this like you 









from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Wed, March 15, 2017 at 2:24 AM 
subject: Re: two birds one stone because one email chain  
  is enough 
 
I didn't ask you to stop. I askedif you had ever thought 
about stopping g. Can you at least read what I'm saying 
before losing your mind over kothing? Maybe you hurting 
yourself doesn't affect me, but this obsession paranoia 
shit sure does. Can I put hat in the agreement? I'll quit 
drinking if you get help for your oxs. OCD. Or of you learn 
to like shake someone's hand without shitting yourself. 
I've got Mike one problem and you've got a million so I 
don't know wher eyou get off coming down on me like I'm 
some huge bitch for wanting you too be less fucked ip. 
Other people are going to died because of me so excuse me 
for having a hard time being cool with that in like a week. 
Do you even comprehend how big of an ask that is? Is it 
even possible for you to undertanad that? What the hell is 







Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
  





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Wed, March 15, 2017 at 2:29 AM 
subject: Re: Re: two birds one stone because one email  
  chain is enough 
 
Stop it off. I'm nott answering my phone until you apology 
and do this compromise with me. 
 
And to answer you're question I am at the brake wall but I 
donut need shit from you and I'm fine and that's none 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Captain Kirk <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Wed, March 15, 2017 at 2:32 AM 
subject: bye 
 
Im sorry I said that. I didn't mean it. I want us to be ok 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
 




11. HARLAN MOONLIGHTS AS A GOOD PERSON AND FINDS THE 
EXPERIENCE MARGINALLY GRATIFYING THOUGH HE'S STILL NOT SURE 





 I'm holding Hettie's hand. It's been—I look at my watch—thirteen ugh 
thirteen minutes since we left the break wall. I've been holding her hand for 
thirteen minutes. She didn't want to go home so we're at my place. Skin on my 
skin makes me too tight on the inside, like when you get an itch in the back of 
your mouth but you can't reach it because it's actually in that hunk of flesh 
between your throat and your ear. What's in there?  
 I'm making up for the knot on her head and the mud she's caked in. I didn't 
mean to shove her that hard. She wobbles but a hand is all I can manage. I walk 
her up the stairs and into my bedroom. Or, I try. She catches the doorframe 
with her free hand, picks at the paint. 
 "I said I was sorry." Her eye flits between me and the bed. 
 I give her a tug because we're edging on fifteen minutes here. If she can 
feel how crazy my pulse is right now, she doesn't show it. "I know. I know. I'm 
taking the couch." 
 I sit her down on the bed and fucking finally I wrench free. I scrub my 




thing that women do to get her bra off with her shirt still on so neither of us has 
to deal with me seeing her tits. She puts her head on her knees. 
 "You gonna puke?" I don't want to hold her hair, too. But I will. 
 "No. No. I'm okay." 
 She's soaked from the lake. I leave her with a towel and a pair of sweats 
and go to the kitchen to get her some water. I don't mop up after her much. She 
doesn't need me to. She's a functional alcoholic or whatever the term is. I don't 
ask about her shit so she won't ask back. 
 I wash my hands because cold helps sometimes but it doesn't help this 
time. I got past the obsessive hand washing bullshit in my twenties and now I 
obsess over worrying it'll come back. I stare at the tiles behind the sink. I count 
them. There are 152 in the space between the counter and the cabinets. I know 
this already. The problem with living in one place for too long is that I know all 
the numbers.  
 I'm almost done here. I'm going back to Philadelphia next. The promise of 
new numbers does help but only a little and I don't think I want to leave yet. I've 
never had this problem before. My heart has beat 106 times in the past minute. 
I think I will try to stay if she gives me a reason to. I'd like it better if she went 
with me, instead. 





 I walk back to the bedroom. Her clothes are on the floor. I fold them and 
set them on the dresser. It's dark and she's curled up but I think she is wearing 
the shirt I wore when I murdered Christa. I wonder if the shirt smells more like 
me or like her. Like a crime scene before Hettie goes at it with her chemicals. 
I've heard the smell lingers, sometimes for years. I'm never around long enough 
to find out. 
 I sit next to her on the bed. I forgot the water. "Hey hey hey. We need to 
talk about something. It's important." 
 She makes enough of a noise to let me know she's awake. Her knee 
bumps my spine. I hate it but it grounds me. I like being afraid when it keeps me 
from being afraid of something scarier. 
 "Are you sure you're okay with what I do? Me killing people." 
 "Did I make it weird? I don't know why I did that. I don't even want to 
kiss you. I don't want to die, either." 
 I drum my fingers on my thigh. I drum my fingers on the spot where she 
grabbed me at the break wall. I don't know why she did that. She was drunk 
and emotional, I guess. I do stupid shit when I'm emotional, too. I hurt people 
and cut up my legs and count floorboards. It doesn't make sense. I know that. I 
don't know why I do it. 
 I do know that I've almost killed myself more than a few times. When 




try not to think. I let my hand do what it wants. If I die, I die. I'm very good at 
killing. If I really wanted to kill myself, I'd be dead already. 
 I think that's what happened to Hettie. Things got bad, so she jumped in 
the lake just to see what would happen. If she really wanted to be dead, her 
body would've let her go. I'm not sure what that says about her pass at me, but 
dying and loving are two separate things. Wanting to kill yourself sometimes 
just means you're tired of living, not necessarily that you want to die. You don't 
love someone, though, just because you're tired of not being in love. I don't 
think so, anyway. I'm not exactly an expert. 
 I know Hettie. If she was in love with me, she wouldn't tell me by kissing 
me. She knows me better than that, too. 
 "No. You didn't mean it. I'm sorry about your head. But I'm not sorry that I 
kill people. If you're not cool with that, I need to know. It's okay." 
 "I didn't mean it. Brianna talked about being jealous of you. Like, how I'm 
a better girlfriend to you than to her. Was better. Fuck."  
 "That's stupid. We don't want to date each other. Also, you're not 
listening." 
 "I'm not sad. I wanted to leave anyway." 
 "I'm leaving in two weeks." 





 "I'm leaving Hollowend. That's how I work. I can't kill here for too long. 
Someone will catch on, and anyway, it gets boring. I want you to come, but 
only if you're sure you still want to be friends with me. I'm a serial killer. I want 
you to understand what that means. I kill people. On purpose, and often." 
 The trick, I think, is measuring how much I give her. When I tried to tell 
her about what I do in the past, I've tried everything from being coy to writing 
a goddamn dissertation on the shit I do to people in their bedrooms. When I'm 
cagey, she makes excuses for me. When I lay it out in depth, she loses it. I need 
to find the balance. That balance must exist. 
 She has to understand me if this is going to work. No excuses, no 
sugarcoating. No ignoring the parts she doesn't like. It's all or nothing. That's the 
way it has to be. It's best for both of us. 
 She stares at me for a long time. 87 seconds. I'm worried that I've lost 
her and she's realized that, no, actually, this is not something she can be okay 
with. Then I'll have lost her permanently. There's no way that magic, even my 
magic, can undo what she saw the other night. 
 But then: "Are you going to kill me?" 
 That's new. "No. Why would you think that?" 
 "You got scary and I think maybe it was like in movies. The long con. 




 I frown. "I'm friends with you because I like you. I wouldn't lie to you like 
that. I've never lied to you except about my killing and that was for your own 
good. I'm making up for it now. That's why we're talking." 
 She sniffs. She starts to shake. She gets quiet when she's trying not to 
feel feelings. I wish we could start this conversation over, like I used to do 
when I'd out myself and it'd go south. I can't do that anymore. Or, I can, but I 
shouldn't. It's cheating. 
 "Listen, I'm not going to hurt you. You're safe with me. I promise. I need 
you to understand that." 
 Her eye looks past me for a second and she nods and she lays back 
down. 
 "Did I make it weird?" she asks. 
 "No. I'm sorry I hurt you. I panicked." I breathe. Do I want to ask? Yeah, I 
think I do. "You said I got scary. What does that mean?" 
 She sits up again. I wish she'd settle. I can tolerate touching sometimes 
but only when it's predictable. Hettie, drunk, is not predictable. "I didn't mean it. 
We're just friends." 
 "I know. It's okay. You said I got scary." 
 She rubs her arms and leans forward to rest her forehead on my 
shoulder. I freeze. I don't know what this means. I can stand it for six seconds 




 "Why do you do that?" she asks, standing up after me. 
 "Do what?" Like I don't already know. I want her to say it, though. Say 
what, specifically. 
 "You got mad when I tried to kiss you. It's more than just because we 
don't like each other that way." 
 "I didn't get mad. I got scared." That's not exactly it, but it's the easiest 
way I know how to describe the feeling. 
 Instead of taking my word for it, she reaches for my hand. I jerk away. 
 "How come?" she asks. 
 "I don't know." I do know, but again, this is easier. 
 "Well, then stop it." 
 For a moment, I'm not sure what to say to that. "That's not how it works. 
That's not how anything works." 
 "Can I hug you?" 
 She takes a step toward me before I can respond, and I take a step 
back. I don't like this. For all that talk about not meaning it, she sure isn't selling 
it now. "You've never cared about that before." 
 "Maybe that's my big secret that I've been hiding from you this whole 
time. I care a lot, but I knew you didn't like it." 
 "Oh." I can't tell if she's being serious. "Sorry?" 




 She moves toward me again, but more slowly, and this time I let her. It's 
too dark to count anything in this room, so I run my tally in my head. I start with 
my mom. After that, the detectives investigating her disappearance. After that, 
my test kills. After that, my real kills. Aaron Sims, Jeanne Blair, Dan Matthews, 
Emily Parker. I remember them all. They're important.  
 Remembering calms me down, but I still tense as she wraps her arms 
around my neck. I don't know if this is better or worse than the under-arm 
alternative—on one hand, she's too close to my face, but on the other, she 
doesn't have as good of a hold on me. Russell Washington, John Hernandez. I 
hug her back, I guess. I don't know what I'm doing. She's smaller than I expected. 
She rests her head on my shoulder again. I wonder if she can count my 
heartbeats from there. Shane Carr, Lynn Hawkins, Scott Evans. My jacket is wet 
because her hair is wet. I was worried I'd be able to smell Christa on her, but I 
only smell lake. She presses her torso flush with mine and I forget to breathe 
for a second, maybe two, three. Samantha Chandler. I hold her too tightly to 
hide how I'm shaking. I think about how, yes, this is different than with Mom. I 
think about that a lot when I'm forced to touch people. I can't shake the feeling 
that maybe it's not different, though. What if it's not? 
 Hettie lets me go. I stumble backward until I hit a wall or a table or 
something. A dresser? I don't know. I need a minute. I need a minute. 




 I nod because that's all I can do. 
 "Okay," she says, and pulls the blankets up to her chin. "I can figure out 
how to be okay." 
 "What?" My mouth is dry. 
 "If you can try, I can try, too. I'll try better." 
 Later, I think, I'll be satisfied with this outcome. I'll be, I don't know, 
relieved, or something. Hettie's come around. We worked it out. 
 But that was too much. I can't think about anything that isn't a memory. I 
don't want to think about Mom. Why did she make me think about Mom? I 
thought I would calm down once she let go of me but I'm still shaking, still 
breathing too hard. My tally isn't helping. 
 I go to the closet. I find my knife roll in my backpack. Hettie says 
something as I close the bedroom door, but I can't understand her over the 
pounding in my ears. 
 I lock the bathroom door. I leave the lights off. I take off my pants. I find 









 Robin says my name and I wake up. Did I seriously fall asleep in the 
middle of a murder? Jesus Christ, Halliday. Get it together.  
 We're on the bed in her bedroom, no plastic this time because Hettie 
asked me not to. I've got my head in Robin's lap, listening to her carve some 
part of herself. Like her arm or something. I can't fucking remember.  
 I didn't sleep last night. 
 "What?" I'm not opening my eyes unless she's bringing something 
interesting to the table.  
 "Am I doing okay?" She reaches over me to peel a flap of muscle away 
from her shinbone. Oh, right right, she's a dancer. I've got her cutting up her 
legs. "Is this what you wanted?" 
 There's this soft kind of humming sound that a knife makes when it goes 
through flesh. It's cold and shivery and there's a start-stop every now and then 
when you snag on connective tissue. You really gotta listen because it's quiet. I 





 "Yeah, you're doing fine. You're perfect." And she is. She would be if I 
wasn't being such a moody bitch. "Y'know, the whole 'it's not you, it's me' deal. 
That applies." 
 She puffs out a little breath of air like she's guilty over disappointing me. 
"Do you want . . . Can I stop?" 
 I look at my watch. 57 minutes. What a fucking wash. "You can, but don't 
forget: We made a deal. Are you sure you want to stop?" 
 "I'm really sorry." She brushes back my hair with her fingers, leaving it 
sticky with blood. She's shivering. 
 I sit up. I scrub my hands through my hair. I appreciate the gesture, but I 
wish she hadn't done that. I can't really feel the blood anymore, but I feel like I 
can feel it. 
 "It's okay," I say. It's not, but this is her show and I'm letting her down, 
too. I have to respect that. "Lie down. We can be done." 
 I collect my hatchet from the nightstand, and then we get comfortable. 
She settles into the pillow, and I sit on the edge of the bed next to her, pressed 
against her waist. She isn't sure what to do with her hands. One finds my thigh 
and squeezes. 
 I jump—not even the people I kill are allowed to touch me there—but her 
nails scrape a spot that's still healing. The sudden flare of pain calms me down. 




 She's got this long, gorgeous red hair that doesn't really suit Marisol but 
I want to keep it intact anyway. I tilt her head forward to gather up her curls 
and keep them out of the blood. 
 I ask her if she's scared. The answer is always interesting. It's about fifty-
fifty, even with my magic.  
 To be fair, I don't tell them not to be scared, I tell them not to mind the 
pain. The difference is important. They can't feel like me if they don't like those 
things. 
 "A little," she says, "but if I get murdered, I'll probably come back, won't 
I?" 
 Oops. "It's tough to say. As a ghost, maybe." 
 She moves like she's about to sit up again, but I hold her down. Gently. 
"I'd rather be a zombie. Do you think I'll, like, get a say?" 
 "Not sure." I doubt it, but saying so seems rude. "You really want to be a 
zombie? Like this?"  
 I glance at her legs. We can probably patch them up well enough for 
Marisol, but Robin could never dance again. Judging by the trophies and 
medals lining her room, I'd think that would be a deal breaker for her. Then 





 Whatever. It's none of my business, and anyway she doesn't have an 
answer for me. I line up the blade of my hatchet with the vein thrumming in her 
neck. 
 "Ready?" 
 She squeezes my leg again. I don't know what that means, but she 
doesn't say no, and there's no point in dragging this out. 
 Except . . . I hesitate. "Okay, but, real quick, can I get your opinion on 
something?" 
 My fingers lock her jaw in place, but I feel her try to nod. Cool. 
 "I've been manipulating you for the past—" Check the watch . . . "—136 
minutes. We talked, and then I asked you to hurt yourself because I wanted to 
watch. You did a good job because you wanted to, too. Can you forget about 
all that, please? Forget how I got in your head. Show me what you're like when 
I'm not in your head." 
 I give the magic a second to seep in. I tighten my grip because shit's 
about to go real south. Her eyes unglaze as she realizes that I'm scary. 
 "Hey there," I say and I give her an honest smile because I'm not always 
scary, that's my point. Her hands pry at mine, but I'm stronger even though she's 
bigger than me.  
 "So, I have this friend. My best friend. I like her better than anyone I've 




she said she was cool with it, but now she's having some second thoughts. It's 
like, easier to accept in theory than in practice, I think is the problem. But, this 
doesn't have to be a deal breaker, right? Since we're best friends and I'm not 
going to kill her." 
 She screams. I should've been expecting that, but I wasn't, and she 
startles me, and my hand slips. A spray of blood slaps me in the face. Shit. My 
bad.  
 But now I'm committed. Murdering isn't some bullshit "just the tip" sort of 
deal. I lean my weight into it. She gurgles, stops kicking. 
 "Seriously, though." I keep the blade in for now because she'll have more 
time to answer my question. "How do I help her be okay with this? I want to, 
and I think she wants to be okay with it, too. I'm a killer, but I'm other things on 
top of that. You know. What me and you are doing now shouldn't cancel out 
the fact that I'm a good friend. Hettie's my friend." 
 She opens her mouth and then closes her mouth. She does that a few 
times. If she's saying words, they're not coming out. I think that's my fault. I may 
have crushed her windpipe a little bit. But the motion looks more like a "yes" 
than a "no" so I'll take it. 
 I sit back and wipe the hatchet off on her shirt. She's still bleeding so I 
guess she's still alive.  














from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com>  
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 12:10 PM 
subject: Agreement v2.0 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and HE CAN STILL KILL 
PEOPLE he can still kill people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 she stops including it in the agreement if its not 
part of the agreement she works on her drinking 
 
 they don't lie to each other but he will employ a 
basic understanding of social encounters because he 
knows how fucking conversations work they are honest 





 she doesn't ask him to stop ever again. why are we 
even doing this if youre suddenly gonna drop that 
shit this far into negotiations? just fucking call 
the cops if you have a problem with me being a 
killer. i thought you were cool with this. you said 
you were. you need to tell me if youre not. dont 
jerk me around like with your girlfriend. you havent 
accepted shit. youre in denial about this like you 
are with everything else. they acknowledge that 
they're definitely going to fight a lot but they'll 
address it calmly and maturely instead of whatever 
that last line of emails was (which she agrees to 
forget about if he does) 
 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 
Hollowend Biohazard Cleanup 
(906) 555-0400 
from: Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 




subject: Re: Agreement v2.0 
 
i see youve leveled up your diplomacy skills. lots of 
amicable wording going on here. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 she works on her drinking and he will help if she 
wants him to*  
 
 they are honest and they trust each other 
 
 they acknowledge that they're definitely going to 
fight a lot but they'll address it calmly and 
maturely instead of whatever that last line of 
emails was (which she agrees to forget about if he 




because it happened and theres no changing that) 
 
 he stays in Hollowend** 
 
* ok i see what youre up to. now im supposed to agree to 
work on my hettie-diagnosed myriad of issues? why does that 
need to be part of some contract? anyway this is the best 
youre getting out of me. compromise. 
 









from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 1:45 PM 
subject: Re: Re: Agreement v2.0 
 
So you're in the Black Keys now? Nice. 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 she works on her drinking and he will help if when 
she wants him to 
 
 he works on his issues at his own pace and she will 
help if/when he wants her to* 
 





 they acknowledge that they're definitely going to 
fight a lot but they'll address it calmly and 
maturely instead of whatever that last line of 
emails was (which neither of them should forget 
about because it happened and theres there's no 
changing that but it's also a resolved issue, so 
they can be done talking about it because both of 
them are sorry for the shit they pulled, and Hettie 
is especially sorry about that embarrassing thing 
she did at the break wall, which was an outlier and 
should not be counted)** 
 
 he stays in Hollowend*** 
 
* You don't have to but I'd appreciate if you did. You're 
not signing this in blood or anything. The point is to make 
sure we're on the same page going forward. We can be 
flexible, but I want to know it's at least on your radar. 
Please? 
 
** Yeah, fair. I want this on record, though. Especially 





*** Is it really? What did you expect to happen, then? 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 2:32 PM 




Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 she works on her drinking and he will help when she 
wants him to 
 
 he works on his issues at his own pace and she will 
help if/when he wants her to and hes only going to 
consent to this if she minds her own business from 





 they are honest and they trust each other 
 
 they acknowledge that they're definitely going to 
fight a lot but they'll address it calmly and 
maturely instead of whatever that last line of 
emails was (which neither of them should forget 
about because it happened and there's no changing 
that but it's also a resolved issue, so they can be 
done talking about it because both of them are sorry 
for the shit they pulled, and Hettie is especially 
sorry about that embarrassing thing she did trying 
to kiss him at the break wall, which was an outlier 
and should not be counted which she did because she 
was drunk and emotional, and both of them know they 
are not into each other like that) 
 
 he stays in Hollowend she comes with him instead. 





(Sent from mobile) 




to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 4:07 PM 
subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Agreement v2.0 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 she works on her drinking and he will help when she 
wants him to 
 
 he works on his issues at his own pace and she will 
help if he wants her to and hes only going to 
consent to this if she minds her own business from 
here on out and thats fuckin pushin it* 
 





 they acknowledge that they're definitely going to 
fight a lot but they'll address it calmly and 
maturely instead of whatever that last line of 
emails was (which neither of them should forget 
about because it happened and there's no changing 
that but it's also a resolved issue, so they can be 
done talking about it because both of them are sorry 
for the shit they pulled, and Hettie is especially 
sorry about trying to kiss him at the break wall, 
which she did because she was drunk and emotional, 
and both of them know they are not into each other 
like that**) 
 
 she comes with him instead. for real whats left for 
you here anyway? youd like philly.*** 
 
* I don't get why you're being so obstinate about this. 
Don't you want to get better? 
 
** Oh my god, stop making it weird . . . 
 
*** That's a way bigger ask than me asking you to stay. I 








Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 4:21 PM 
subject: slams the pause button 
 
ok fuck this. 
 
first off the weird ship has sailed reyes. 
 
second what the hell are you doing in hollowend? serious 
question. theyve got plenty of crime scenes in philly. its 
not like you need to work anyway. as long as youre hanging 
out with me you can do whatever the fuck you want. we're 
like friends with benefits now. in a literal sense. not a 
sexy sense. 
 
and third im not being obstinate. im telling you to mind 
your own fucking business. you need to get the fuck over 
this idea that im gonna change just because you know whats 








from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 4:47 PM 
subject: Re: slams the pause button 
 
Just because the weird ship has sailed doesn't mean we 
should keep shoveling coal into the engine. We're not FWB. 
You're basically asking me to run away with you. IDK. 
 
And you need to get over the idea that I'm trying to change 
you for my benefit. Clearly, I'm already on board. But 
don't tell me you're happy with the status quo. I'm not. I 
don't see how you could be, either. 
 
Change or don't change, I don't care, but don't act like 
this is your sole option. If you're going to kill people, 





Hettie Reyes Amurao 





from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Fri, March 24, 2017 at 11:20 PM 
subject: Agreement 
 
Okay look, we can talk about the Philly thing. You're 
right, anyway. It's not like I have much going for me here. 
Maybe a big city would be cool. 
 
I guess this is something we should hash out outside of the 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Sat, March 25, 2017 at 4:39 PM 
subject: Re: Agreement 
 
How about I'll go to Philadelphia with you if you promise 
to at least reevaluate yourself? I meant it when I said you 
don't have to change if you're sure this is what you want. 
 





Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Mon, March 27, 2017 at 10:11 AM 
subject: Re: Re: Agreement 
 





Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 28, 2017 at 2:55 PM 






Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 28, 2017 at 2:59 PM 
subject: agreement v3 final offer 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 he helps collect parts for Marisol's new body (which 
is composed of recycled dead bodies) 
 
 he doesn't hurt their friends or Hettie 
 
 she works on her drinking and he will help when she 
wants him to 
 
 he works on his issues at his own pace and she will 
help if he wants her to 
 
 they are honest and they trust each other 
 
 they acknowledge that they're definitely going to 




maturely instead of whatever that last line of 
emails was (which neither of them should forget 
about because it happened and there's no changing 
that but it's also a resolved issue, so they can be 
done talking about it because both of them are sorry 
for the shit they pulled) 
 
 she comes with him instead. for real whats left for 
you here anyway? youd like philly. 
 
 Hettie can accept that her BFF is a shitty person 
and she can't make him less shitty with some stupid 
murdering bill of rights because he's still a 









from: Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
to:  Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 28, 2017 at 3:33 PM 
subject: Counter-offer 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 Hettie can accept that her BFF is a shitty person 
and she can't make him less shitty with some stupid 
murdering bill of rights because he's still a 
fucking murderer. sorry. Harlan as he is 
 
 Harlan can accept that Hettie is trying for the 
above, but wants better things for him, too (because 




Hettie Reyes Amurao 






from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Dan Auerbach <hh@gmail.com> 
date: Tue, March 28, 2017 at 3:41 PM 
subject: Re: Counter-offer 
 
Harlan and Hettie can stay friends and he can still kill 
people if: 
 
 Hettie can accept Harlan (her BFF) as he is 
 
 Harlan can accept that Hettie is trying for the 
above, but wants better things for him, too (because 
he's a good friend even if he's a shitty person 
(which also makes Hettie a shitty person (he likes 









from: Hettie Reyes Amurao <hreyesamurao@gmail.com> 
to:  Mara Reiniger <m.reini@hlwcty.org> 
date: Tue, March 28, 2017 at 3:46 PM 




Do you have a few minutes to meet up sometime in the next 
couple of days? Sorry to blindside you like this, but this 
is going to be my two weeks notice. 
 













 I asked Harlan not to make accommodations for me, so he didn't. This is 
clear immediately; the girl's roommates don't know why I'm here when I knock. I 
tell them that their landlord hired me to clean the empty bedroom, but they 
don't believe me until I show them the invoice. People tend to trust me less now 
that I only have the one eye. 
 The bedroom is easy to find. Faint brown footprints stain the carpet all 
the way to the front door, the outlines of shoes becoming clearer and clearer 
as I head upstairs. I can pick out the little booties that the MEs wear, one 
shuffling backwards as they tried to navigate a stretcher down the steps. The 
thick treads probably belonged to the detectives. Some were left by the 
roommates, I think. No one wears heels to a crime scene. 
 Harlan's tracks are mixed in there somewhere. I spot him every now and 
then, the darker sneaker imprints under all the others. He didn't futz around in 
the hallway like the detectives and his are the only prints that approach the 
wall in the bedroom where "FORGET" is written in his careful lettering. 
 He told me to prepare for that. No one else would remember it, that was 
the point, and I would forget too unless I knew to watch. Even on alert, I see 




clean, and I'm in the living room again before I remember that I haven't even 
brought my kit inside yet. 
 I close my eyelids to focus on my other eye, the one I left in the van. It's 
trained on the newspaper article about the most recent Widowmaker murder. I 
blacked out the victim's name, but there's a picture of her next to the headline. I 
try to think of her as Marisol now. 
 Back in the bedroom, I zip up my hazmat suit and lay on the bed, trying 
to fit my body into the outline of hers left on the mattress. I don't know the 
details of what he did to her, but I know how it ended. The window next to me 
is splashed with the same rusty biohazard as the bed around me, the pillows, 
the carpet. Most of it is pooled under the edge of the bed frame. I can't tell 
where Harlan sat to watch. 
 I leave the "FORGET" because it's necessary. I've always left them in the 
past, anyway. I don't remember the word in Harlan's other crime scenes, but I 
have all these images of blank walls stuck in my head. They're always the thing 
I remember most when I clean up after him. 
 I was never scared of the Widowmaker, even when I'd find body parts 
that the detectives missed. I think it was because I got to see behind the curtain. 
I saw the intimacy of his workshop and I felt the care he put into the time he 




mythology of him woven together in the news. What I saw was unfiltered. No 
one else got to see what I saw. 
 The mattress has to go. I scrub the window and the bed frame. I pack her 
clothes and books into trash bags that I'll drop at the Goodwill and I toss out 
the more personal items: a framed jigsaw puzzle of three bunnies dressed up 
like ballerinas, a half-finished scrapbook commemorating her dance recitals, 
meticulously organized lab reports from her chemistry classes. Her parents 
didn't want any of it because they think their daughter is in China teaching for 
Greenpeace. 
 I pick one of the unused photos from the scrapbook materials and tuck it 
into my suit without looking at it. I think I'll want one later, maybe. As I sift the 
rest of the pile into the garbage, I notice that her DVD collection has been 
organized by color. I've caught Harlan reorganizing my books or my CDs, 
sometimes because he hasn't slept in awhile and sometimes just because I leave 
him alone for a minute or two.  
 I like when he does them by color best. I can look at them later and 
remember that he was in a good mood that day. I toss the DVD collection, too. 
 I load the bags for donation into the van and drop the others on the 
curb. She didn't have much stuff in that little bedroom, really. Three trips is all it 




 I should move all of that, too. I should call my boss to help me tear up the 
carpet because there's too much blood, it'll need replacing. The floorboards are 
probably stained, maybe still wet. I avoid stepping on the pool because I don't 
want to know.  
 I should wash away the footprints peppering the house, and the 
"FORGET" on the wall that makes my head hazy every time I catch it out of the 
corner of my eye. I should learn the name of the girl whose face is taking up 
half of my vision, if only because someone should remember her. Someone 
besides Harlan. 
 But instead, I call the roommates to tell them they can come home. I'll be 
gone by the time they get back, though I wish I could stay to watch.  
 I want to know what Harlan said to them to make them forget about 
what they found just before the 911 call, what he told them when they checked 
on her in the middle of the night because the low vibration of an unfamiliar 
voice woke them up, how he convinced them to ignore the stench of decay and 
copper that will stay in this house until some new resident, maybe months or 
years from now, decides to repaint. 
 
